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xil PRELIMINARY REMARKS. 

his oppression, banded against him, with the Jragments of the 
English-mejit the strength of Hastings the Dane, and all the as- 
sistance the Weldi could afford ; in whose country a battel was 
fought near Carcliffe, against the Normans, anno Domini 1070, 
wherein TJiree Nations were conquered by One. Beavois be- 
ing worsted (Success depends not on Valour), 6ed to Carlile (a 
long step from Carcliffe'); and afterwards no mention what be- 
came of him. 

'* This is that Beavois whom the monks cried up to be sudt 
a man, that since it hath been questioned whether ever such a 
man, I mean, whether ever his person was in rerum natura ; so 
ingenious those are, who, in the iftports of any man's perform- 
ances, exceed the bounds o^ probability. 

" All I will add is this, tliat the sword preserved and shewed 
to be this Bcavoises in Arundel-Castle, is lesser (perchance 
worn with age) than that of King Edward the Third, kept in 
Westminster-church." 

So far plain History. The Fiction will probably prove more 
attractive. 

The metrical version contained in the following pages is now 
for the first time printed from the Auchinleck JVknuscript, in 
the Advocates' Library. It is No. 26 in the volume, and occu- 
pies twenty-five folios, complete. After the first three leaves, 
the versification changes into rhyming couplets, and continues 
throughout in the same measure. By an omission on the part 
of the writer of the manuscript, the thread of the narrative is 
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interrupted at page 89 (of the printed copy), and tlie defect is 
here supplied from the prose version of 1689, which in this and 
other places varies considerabl}' from the metrical. 

The prose romance informs us that King " Jour"* being gone 
a-hunting, when Bevis arrived at the city of Mombraunt, it was 
agreedhetween Josianandtbe latter,that, '* ttponjEiertftclatingtJtt 
gtlt tg it a jitirt birgin, tfiat «tt Sing ftting iA«tnt, it Dfitullr 
ta&t titt ibmtt to ana lant, b&ttt tbtt fit flttatli, mV t((tt° 
iiyon nVtttt at Hi xtipxtfit, Bn Vagt to ftttfi ti» fmtiit Arun- 
del (ivfio Scaring W inantn'tf Met fiat fiioltt fii# cfiaino) fii« 
SiiMirV Morglay, ant fiiti ^rmout fi( Itft in tfit 0itj!, ant to pKc 
yart ittHquipaet in«tantlji; bfiicfi iting all in a natinni« tfits 
monnttt, ant mounting tfit pagt, tofio inoult accompans fiis 
Atutn, upon tfic jQotst Sit Bevis Itft in tfit Snn, tfitj) toitfi 
mncfi foa ant mnca ttpartct tfit 0ita ; iiut far fiat not tfita 
gont, tnt tfits pttttfbtt tfit 0onntra in pursuit of tfitm, upon 
notict tfit (Eiuttn Ioa# miming ; tofitrtupon Sit Bevis toonlt 
fiabt tumtt fiaiit, to fiabt fongfit tfit pursiutt«, iofiil«t tfit €tuttn 
ant fitt ]^t, migfit fiabt oppottunita to nuapt ; fiut ttfit iiting 
a« caitftti of iit tstttSf M fitr otvn, tooult not contttnt; iiut 
ratfitr cfion to makt fnfiat «ptrt tfita tonlt out of tfit Ctrritorit« 
of tfit Sing; ant so micctsiful tfita iotrt, tfiat is paxsiing 
tfitougfidFotrtM« ant ]9a°l>iasK> tfita lost tfit pursutrs ; iutnoio 
ttigfit coming on, ant tfit UStuttn icing fotara, ant no fioust 
ntat, tfita Utrt oiligtt to ta&t up tfitit lotging in a Sodta cat>t : 
Vnt iofiilst Sir Bevis ioas gont in starcfi of tnttfi probision an 
tfiat toilt plact affotttt, a %am ant a &aont»«i tntttt, it fiting 
it ttttm* tfic plait of tfitir ttpo«t, to ttftnt tfitm against tofiom, 
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Boniface t(t Auttti* Vdtc Brtb flit Hmti, ant imfntafiut g 
Mout Comiiat, in liopt Sir BevU mitfit in tilt nuan tinu tomt 
to a* ttnau ; but 6t not Iroing it, anS (bt otfitr pntiing tot 
fvtafc, tatig imnuliiatds trtboureV ; int ttit &ntm ptottctet ig 
6(1 )!U)jiaIts, a)f tfie ISaugfitn of a Stinj, on!) fin undpottttrtrit' 
SinitB nmainctr «aft ; i«t no Montr Sir Bevis apjiroaiStl) ttt 
eabt, but ebt ttstt> out to fiim to tg ant isatit iig lift, gibing 
iim to unlrtr«tanlr tfit irangtr, ant Ivfiat tl«t 6atr iajiiinitt, int 
ils Iranntlt$i« couragt coult not lit aftait, for rtisoluttls ra- 
tting, a« ttudptcting U* fair ^igntin in mort ttangtr tfian nit 
toao, it camt upon tttm toitB tmci furg, t&at afttr a long ecom- 
feat, not bit&out rtctibing «tl)tral gript« antr toount*, it lait 
tfitm ttatr at Iitt fttt; ant ig t6i« it itai farther tonSrmtt 
tfiat at fiat ptMtrbtt fitr l^irginitg, notfoitSnanting Ht bat 
Attn #tatira gtars a Uritt, ant tfitrtupon tn^uirtt Ivitfi inttr° 
miiturtd of mang trater kiiiin», ig fofiat mtantl «|it fiat tout 
it, tofio actottingig tolt film tiob it fiapptntt: ant «o fiating 
rtfrt»9tt tttmstlbtti toitfi somt Utnison it fiat firou^t, tifiitfi 
tfitg roa»ttt in tfit ecabt, tit fair (Smtm, unci i» tfit pototr of 
lobt, conttMtnting to loolt it. ITfit ntit morning, iofitn tfit 
Sun-ttanui fitgan to tart from tfit 1Ea«t, tfitg mounftt ant itpt 
on tfitir foag*^' Of this virginal paction. — the devouring of poor 
Boniface, — and the sylvan cuisine^ we are deprived by the scribe 
of the Auchinleck MS. 

It is worthy of note, that the romance of Sir Bevis affords 
the only proof — but a satisfactory one — of the existence of 
female itinerant minstrels in the middle ages. This is shown 
by M. Paulin Paris to have been the case in the two most 
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highly culdrated centnries of romantic poetry ; and in support 
of his assertion, he (ntes the French metrical version, which ap* 
pears to have been written about the middle of the 13th cen- 
tury. The passage may be found in VHisUiire LiiUrture de la 
France^ torn, xviii. p. 701 ; and the incident therein alluded to 
occurs, though by no means so explicitly detailed, at page 143 
of this volume. 

M. Amauiy Duval is of opinion (^Hist. Litt. de la France, 
xviii. 749)* that the romance of Sir Bevis is of French extrac- 
tion, and borrowed thence by the English; and that instead of 
Southampton in Britain, our hero was lord of Jntonne, or some 
other town of a similar name, in France. His words are as fol- 
low : — , 

" n paralt que le roman de Beuves de Hanstone eut un long 
succes. Ou en trouve des manuscrits dans nombre de biblio- 
tbeques, et les Anglais le traduisirent dans leur langue, mais 
en changeant le theMre des ^v^nements, le lieu de la sc^e, 
on plut6t en s'appropriant tout le sujet. Beuves, dans leur tra- 
duction, nest plus seigneur suzerain de Hanstone, mais bien 
de Southampton daus le Hantshire. 

" Feut-^tre on nous demandera ou nous plfl9ons, nous, le 
duche de Hanstone, ce duche que le roman fran^ais appelle la 
terre, les 6tats de Beuves. Nous repondrons qu'on peut choisir 
entre Aitionne, dans le d^partement de la Dordogne, pres de 
Ferigueux, et quatre h cinq autres villes et bouigs d'un nom k. 
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peu pies sembtable dans les ancieimes provinces du Dauphin^ 
du Perche, et m^me de rOrl^amus.** 

Warton seems to incline to a like view. " Beuves de Han- 
ion, or Sir Beavis of Smdhamptonr soya he {Hui. Eng. Poetry^ 
i. 145, 8vo. ed.), " is a French romance of considerable antiquity, 
although the hero b not older than the Norman Conquest It is 
alluded to in our English romance on this story, which will 
again be cited, and at Wge. 

" Forth thei yode «o la^ the b<Jce. 

" And again more expressly, 

" Under the bridge wer sixty belles, 
Right as the JRomatu telles. 

" The Romans is the French original. It is called the Romance 
of Beuve* de Hantortj by Pere Labbe, &c. &c." 

For my own part, I concur with both ; but the point is, on 
the whole, of comparative indifference. The romances of chi- 
valry, like all other tales of fiction, appear to flow from one 
common source, and are modified by the various impressions 
of their rehearsers, or the manners of the soil whence their great- 
est popularity was obtained. 

In the following pages, the reader will perceive a singular re- 
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semblance between the fete of Bevis' stepfather, Divoun, and 
that of Lord Soulis, in the Border Minstrelsy. 

The bibliography of this romance is so extensive, that in or- 
der to avoid a dry detail of MSS., or edifions, I refer the reader 
to Ferrario, Storia ed Analiei Degti ArUkM Romanzi di Cavai- 
leria, torn. iv. — to the Catalogue des Manmcrita dans la Biblio- 
thique du Roi, — Lhuyd's Arcktsologia Sritannica, — the works of 
Ellis, Lowndes, Warton, — and the other numerous publications 
bearing upon the subject. An analysis of the romance were 
absolutely a work of supererogation, as the volume, it is 
hoped, is not destined to blockheads ; and, should it imfortu- 
nately lapse into the hands of such, no summary or exegesis 
could possibly " lighten their darkness." 

For the extremely elegant and appropriate frontispiece I am 
indebted to the pencil of my friend Charles Kirkpateick 
Sharpe, Esq., whose graphic abilities are only equalled by his 
uniform courtesy and kindness. A faithful fac-simile of the 
original manuscript is also prefixed. 

The romance of Bevis' father. Sir Guy of Warwick, has been 
transcribed from the same MS. and is about to be printed for 
that very flourishing and remarkably select association — the Ab- 
BOTSPORD Club. 

To conclude, in the words of die Editor of the prose romance 
of 1689,— 
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" CooBTEons Readbb, 

" I here present you with the pleasant History of the Fa- 
mous and Renowned Knight, Sir Bevu of SouthamptoTtt a Man for his 
Virtue and Valour, highly esteemed throughout the World : In whose 
many Actions and glorious Achievemeots, you will find things that may 
reasonably surmount an ordinary credit; however in perusing them, you 
may plainly perceive the difference between Elder times and these we 
live in, which are too much divolved into effeminacy, and please your 
self in consulting the many rare Adventures of such, as gave themselves 
up to the practice of Arms and Love, which being mingled in their many 
excellencies, appear as beautiful and gay as a Bed of Roses and Lillies, 
in their blushing Glory and innocent Candure, and as the noble Enter- 
prizes of others have stirred up the Spirits of such as read them, to an 
illustrious imitation of what is truly great, and held in the highest esteem : 
So past all peradventure, what is here laid down, will not come behind 
the most exaulted Actions of Heroes, set forth to the advantage, either in 
Love or Arms, those two Excellencies that adorn mankind; for here 
you will find our Champion, though early crushed hy the adverse hand 
of Fortune, making his way to Glory, before he could aspire to Man- 
hood, cutting it by Dint of Valour and lleroick Conduct from a dejected 
state by degrees, till be mounts to the highest pinnacle of Honour, in 
rescuing the dbtressed, destroying Monsters and Tyrants, gaining King- 
doms, and converting Infidels to the Christian Faith, obleiging by his 
Affability and excellent parts Queens and Princesses, to lay their Diadems 
and Grandure at his feet, and doing such things as have amazed Man- 
kind. Therefore, for the honour of our Country, of which he has so well 
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deserved, let his Memory live in the thoughts of every true Englbb Man, 
and be to them a pattern of Heroick Virtue, that by imitating bima they 
may raise the very name of the BriUsh Empire, as formerly it was, to be 
the Terror of the World, which is the wish. 



' Of your most 

" Hdublb Sbbvant." 



Edihbdeob, 47. Geiai King Smut, 



d by Google 



d by Google 




frhtar ^frtoipii fmtmit 
t meneriid m nmmiUt 
■m y tha XmSK 
F rttnift-ii^ indt joiii fOOTc 
bfntr iiliKir of hamtmoK 

1 3«i» irtieu mm giht 
fof limn- <!,< »f ir Biih-e 
ire mi 
F Iwintoiiii \>t xKtr n« 

• ainnii ' 

♦r^mgWfirof KWii rt«ii« 

fiMT mail oF fieiH) «cl(!iir 

8r Ik Drgngr ^ 

ni rb br waf m ett ih-im 

n' rnn'tr l«utl>iinf.ni(ti|gi, 

I to lat« Anil lonir 

till tif narrane its at 

St l/( nif iiMitf km fririiKU 

t tatUi »tBt taiii! 

one far l»tt lA -itiiatiii 

Ml (iM* Iw InirrMifUM-tAt 

*•* l;(r »ll-f (bi- dlkt 

WW #JliiC tntt* fhitttnli 

r ktnwr dollar ap mnlmiil' 

» tnrr dna bpiir 

liar j>«t 1)0 l|if» oifr dwr 

"• i«« iMC in- iiPaiw 

If nuMdn wmr 

irnmHt lAonC tfrtvu 

tiri/ tmiKltfiie learttoU 

al IV< ]! bntti 

t ^iniatnt IW Bnrwnr 

ir( MU lnn< paranmr 

M yar it Aran 

Ih t» Inrir Huh- dtbift 

"•> br bim Ihni' vn^r itfti 

•r»ii« lH«e 

riiMtrpiied>tHn>ti>niiii< 
( h*iKlh>iiorai0aiiui- 
•<•**»•€ Imn-ukr 



d by Google 






d by Google 



I SIR BEUES OF HAMTOUN. 

LordiDges, this of whan Y telle, 
Neuer man of flefch ne felle 

Nas fo ftrong, 
And fo he was in ech ftriue. 
And euer he leuede withouten wiue 

At to late and long. 

Whan he was fallen into elde, 
20 That he ne mighte him felf welde 
He wolde a wif take ; 
Sone thar after Ich ynderftonde 
Him had be leuer than al this londe 
Hadde he hire for fake. 

An elde a wif he tok an honde, ' 
The kinges doubter of ScoUonde 

So fatre and bright ; 
Alias that he hire euer ches I 
For hire loue hia Kf a-les 
30 With meehel vnright. 

This maide Ichaue of 5-told, 
Faire maide ihe was and bold. 

And fre y-boren ; 
Of Almayne that emperur 
Hire hadde loued paramur 

Wei thar heforen. ^ 
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Ofte to hire fader a-feDte, 
And he bim felue theder wente 

For hire fake ; 
40 Ofte a-pruede hire to wiue. 
The king for do thing ahue 

Nolde hire him take. 

Sithe a-gaf hire to fire Gii, 
A flalword erl and hardi 

Of South Hamtoun. 
Man whan he falleth into elde 
Feble a-wezeth and vnbelde 

Thourgh right refoun. 

So longe thai yede togedres te bedde, 
50 A kneue chiM betwene hem thai hede» 
Beues a>bet. 
Faire child he was and bolde. 
He nas boute feue winter olde 
Whan his fader was ded. 

The leuedi hire mifbethoughte, 

And meche ageo the right Ihe wroughte 

In hire tour i 
Me lord is olde and may nought werche, 
Al dai him is leuer at cherche 
fio Than in me hour. 
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Hadde Ich i-taken a yong kbight, 

That ner nought brufed in werre and fight 

Al fo he is, 
Awolde me louen dai and night, 
Cleppen and kiflen with al his might, 

And make me btis. 

I ne) hit lete for no thinge 
That Ich nel him to dethe bringe 

With fum braide : 
70 Anon right that leuedi for 
To confaile clepede hir mafager, 

And to him faide : 

Mafeger, do me furte, 

That thow nelt nought difcrure me 

To no wight. 
And yif thow wilt that it fo be 
I fchel the yeue gold and fe, 

And make the knight. 

Thanne anfwerde the mafager, — 
80. Falfe a-was that pautener 

And wel prut, — 
Dame, bonte, Ich do the nede, 
Ich graunte thow me forbede 

The londe thourgh out. 
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The leuedi thanne was wel faio, 
Go, fhe feide, in to Alm^De 

Out of me hour ; 
Mafeger, be yep and fnel, 
Aod on mill helf thow grete wel 
90 That emperur ; 

And bid io the ferthe dai 

That Cometh in the mooeth of May, 

For loue of me 
That he be to fighte preft. 
With his ferde in Hare foreft 

Befide the fe. 

Me lord Icb wite theder fende, 
For his loue for to fchende 

And for to fle ; 

100 Bid him that hit be nought beleued 

That he ne fmite of,his heued 

And fende hit me. 

And whan he haueth fo y-do. 
Me loue he fchel vnder fo 

Withouten delai. 
Thanne feide that mafager, 
Madame, Ich wile fone be.ther, 

Now haue gode dai. 
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Now that mafager him gotfa, 
1 10 That ilche lord him worthe wroth 
That him wroughte. 
To fchip that mafager him wode : 
Alias t the wind was al to gode 
That him ouer broughte. 

Tho he com in to Almayne, 
Thar a-mette with a fwain 

And grette him wel. 
Felawe, a-feide, paramur* 
Whar mai Ich finde thempenur 
190 Thow me tel ? 

Ich wile the telle anon right> 
At Rifoun a-lai to night 

Be me fwere ; 
The mafager him thankende anon, 
And theder warder he gao gon 

Withouten demere. 

Themperur thar a-fonde ; 
Adoun akneulede on the grounde 
Afe hit was right, 
ISO And feide, the leuedi of South Hamton 
The grette wel be Godes fone 
That is fo bi^bt : 
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And bad the, in the ferthe day 
That cometh in the moneth o May, 

How fo hit be 
That ye be to figbte preft 
With your ferde in Hare forell 

Befide the fe. 

Hire lord Ihe wile theder fende, 
140 For the loue for to fchende 

With lite meini, 
Thar aboute thow fchoft be foufe, 
And thow fchelt after wedde to fpoufe 

To thin amy. 

Sai a-feide, Icham at hire hefte ; 
Gif me Hf hit wile l^e 
Hit fchel be do. 
Glad Icham for that lawe 
Than the fouel what gianeth dawe, 
150 And fai hire fo. 

And for thow woldes hire erande bede. 
An hors i-charged with golde rede 

Ich fchel the yeue, 
And withimie this fourtene night 
Me felf fchel dobbe the to knight, 

Gif that Ich liue. 
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The mefager him thankede yerne, 
Horn agen he gan him teroe 
To Hamtoun : 
160 The leuedi a-fond in hire hour, 
And he hire clepede doceamur . 
And gan to roun. 

Dame, a-feide, I the tel 
That emperur the grette wel 

With loue meft : 
Glad he is for that tiding, 
A-wile he preft at that fighting 

In that foreft. 

Yif thow ert glad the lord to fle, 
170 Gladder a-is for loue of the 
Fele fithe. 
The mefager hath thus i-faid ; 
The leuedi right wel a-paid. 

And maked hire blithe. 

Id Mai, in the formelle dai. 
The leuedi in hire hedde lai 

Afe hit wer nede ; 
Hire loid fhe clepede out of halle. 
And feide that euel was on hire falle, 
180 She wende be ded. 
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That erl for hire hath forwe i-kaught, 
And aflcede yif flie defired aught 

That mighte hire freure. 
Ye, flie feide, of a wilde bor 
I wene me mineth boute for, 

Al of the feure. 

Madame, a-feide, for loue myn 
Whar mai Ich finde that wilde fwin ? 
I wolde thow it badde. 
190 And ihe anfwerde with trefoun meft. 
Be the fe in Hare foreil 
Thar abradde. 

That erl fwor, be Godes grace. 
In that foreil flie* wolde chace 

That bor to take ; 
And flie anfwerde with trefoun than, 
Blefled be thow of alle man 

For mine fake I 

That erl is hors began to ftride, 

200 His fcheld he heng vpon is flde, 

Gert with fwerd 

Mofte DOD armur on him come, 

Him fetf was boute the ferthe fome 

Toward that ferd. 
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Alias I that he nadde be war 
Of is fomen that weren tbar 
Him for to fcheDde. 
With trefoim worth he thar i-llawe. 
And i-brought of is lif dawe 
210 Er he hom wende. 

Whan he com in to the foreft, 
Themperur a-fond al preft. 

For enui 
A-prikede out before is oft, 
For pride and for raake boft 

And gan to crie, 

A-yilt the treitour 1 thow dlde dote* 
Thow fchelt ben hanged be the throte. 
Thin heued thow fchelt lefe : 
220 The fone fchel an hoDged be, 
And the wif that is fo fre 

To me lemman i-chefe I 

Tberl anfwerde at that fawe, 

Me tbenketh thow feift agen the lawe. 

So God me am«ide ! 
Me wif and child that was fo fire, 
Yif thow thenkeft. beneme hem me, 
Ich fchel hem defende. 
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Tho prwede is ftede fire Gii, 
S30 A (talword man and hardi 

While he was founde. 
Themperur he fmote with is fpere, 
Out of is fadel he gan him bare 

And threw him to grounde. 

Traitour, a-feide, thow ert to bolde ! 
Weneftow tbegh Ich bo olde 

To ben a-fered ? 
That thow haueft no right to me wif 
I fchel the kithe be me lif, 
240 And drough is fwerd. 

That erl held is fwerd a-drawe, 
Themperur with he hadde flawe 

Nadde be fokour. 
Thar come knightea mani and fale, 
Wei ten thofent tol be tale, 

To themperur. 

Tho fire Qii him gan defmd^ 
Thre hondred heuedes of a-llende 

With is brond ; 

250 Hadde he ben armed wel* N wis, 

Al the meifter hadde ben his 

Ich vnderftonde. 
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Thre men were ilawe that he thar hadde, 
That he with him out ladde 

And mofte nede ; 
To haue merci that was is hope, 
Themperur after him is lope 

VpoD a ftede. 

Therl knewlede to themperur, 
260 Merci a-bad him and fokour 

And is lif : 
Merci, fire, afe thow ert fre, 
Al that Ichaue I graunte the 

Boute me wif. 

For thine men that Ichaue Ilawe 
Haue her me fwerd i-drawe 

And al me fe : 
Boute me yonge fone Bef, 
And me wif that is me lef, 
270 That let thow me. 

For Gode, queth he, that Ich do nelle, 
Themperur to him gan telle 

' And was agreued, 
Adod right is fwerd out drough, 
And the gode knight a-flough 
And nam is heued. 
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A knight a-tok the heued an honde, 
Haue, a-feide, her this fonde 

Me leue fwet ; 
280 The knight to Hamtoun tho gan gon, 
The teuedi thar a-fond anoD 

And gan hire grete. 

Dame, a-feide, to me atende : 
Thempenir me hider fende 

With is pray ; 
And Ihe feide, hlefled mot he be t 
To wif a-fchel wedde me 

TomoTwe in the dai. 

Sai him me, fwete wight, 
290 That he come yet to-night 

In to me hour. 
The mefager is wei hath holde, 
Al a-feide afe ihe him tolde 

To thempenir. 

Now fchalle we of him mone. 
Of Beueth that was Guis fone - 

How wo bim was. 
Yerae a-wep is bondes wrong. 
For his fader a-feide among 
300 Alias! Alias! 
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He clepede his moder and feide is fave> 
Vile houre the worft to drawe 

And al to twight ; ' 
Me tbenketh Ich were tbafrof ful fawe, 
For thow haueft me 'fader flawe 

With mecfael vnnght. 

Alias moder I the faire ble ' - 
Euel becometh the houre to be. 

To holde bordel. ■ 
310 And alle wif houren for the fake/ 
The deuel of belle Ich hii betake 

Flefch and fel ! 

Ac othing, moder, Ifcbel the fwere* 
Yif Ich euer armes here 

And ben of eldej ' 
Al that hath mefatd&f i^we» 
And i-brought of is Uf dawe, 

Ich fcbel hem yilde. 

The moder hire hatb vnderftonde ; 
320 That child Ihe fmot with hire honde 

Vnder is ere ; - 
The child fel doun and that fcathe 
His meifter toke him wd rathe 

That highte Saber. 
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The knight was ttewe and of klnde, 
Strenger man ne fcholde men finde 

To ride ne go. 
A-was i-brought in tene and wrake 
Ofte for that childes fake 
330 Afe wel afe tho.- 

That chUde he nam vp be the arm, 
We) wo him was for that hann 

That he thar hadde. 
Toward is kourt he him kende; 
The leuedi after Saber fende 

And to him radde. 

Saher, fhe feide, thou ert me lef. 
Let He me yonge fone Bef 
That is fo bcAd ; 
340 Let him an bange fwithe hi^e, 
I ne reche what deth he digbe 
Siththe be be cold. 

Saber Hod fUlle and was ful wo, 
Natheles a-feide a-wolde do 

After hire fawe ; 
The childe withe him hom he nam, 
A fwin be iok whan he hom cam 

And dede hit of dawe. 
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The childes clothes that were gode, 
350 Al a-bifprengde with that blode 

In mani ftede, 
Afe gif the child wer to hewe, 
A-thoughte to his mbder hem fcbewe 

And fo a-dede. 

At the lafte him gao a-drede, 
He )et clothen in pouer wede 

That hende wight : 
And feide, fone. thow moll kepe 
Vpon the felde mine fchepe 
360 This fourte night. 

And whan the fefte is come to thende. 
Into another londe I fchel the fende 

Fer be fouthe* 
To a riche eri that fchell the gie, 
And teche the of corteilie 

In the youthe. 

And whan thow ert of fwich elde 
That thow might the felfe wilde, 

And ert of age, 
370 Thanne fcheltow come in to Ingelonde, 
With werre winne in to thine honde 

Thin eritage. 
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I febel the hetpe with alte me might, 
With dent of fwerd to gete the right, 

Be thow of elde : 
The child him thankede and fore wep. 
And forth a-went with the fchep 

Vpoo the velde. 

Beues was herde vpoo the doun, 
) He loLede homward to the toun 

Th^ fcholde beo his ; 
He behdd toward the tour, 
Trompes he herde and labour 

And meche bhs. 

Lord, a-feide, on me thow mone ! 
Ne was Ich ones an erles fone 

And now am herde, 
Mighte Ich with that emperur fpeke, 
Wei Ich wolde me fader awreke 
) For al is ferde. 

He nemeth is hat and forth a-gotb, 
Swithe fori and wel wroth, 

Toward the tour ; 
Porter, a-fede, let me in reke, 
A lite thing Ichaue to fpeke 

With themperur. 
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Go horn truant, the porter fede, 
Scherewe houre fene Y the rede 

Fro the gate, 

400 Boute thow go hennes al fo fmthe 

Hia fcbell the rewe fete fithe 

Thow come ther ate. 

Sixte the fcherewe ho be itte 
A-loketh a-wolde fmite 

With is bat; , 

Speke be ought mecbe more 
I fcbel bim finite fwitbe fore 

Vpon is hat. - 

For Gode, que^ Beues, natbeles 
410 An houre fone for fotb leh was, 

Wei Icb it wot 
Y Dam DO truant be Godes grace; 
With that a-lefte vp is mace 

Anon fot hot. 

Beues withoute the gate ftod. 
And finot the porter on the bod. 

That he gan falle; 
His heued he gan al to deue, 
And forth a-went« with that leue 
490 Into the halb. 
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Al aboute he gan beholde» 

To thempenir he fpak wordes bolde 

With meche grame. 
Sire, a-fede. what doftow here ? 
Whi colles thow aboute the fwire 

That ilche dameP 

Me moder is Uiat thow faaueft an honde, 
What doftow her Ypon me londe 

Withouten leue? 
430 Tak me me moder and mi fe 
Boute thow the rather hennes to 

I fchel the greue. 

Naftow fire me fader flawe, 

Thow fchelt ben hanged and to drawe 

Be Godes mile. 
Aris fie hennes I the rede. 
Themperur to him fede, 

Foul be fiiUe. 

Beues was nigh wod for grame, 
440 For a-clepede him foul be name, 

And to him a-wond; 
For al that weren in the place, 
Thries a-fmot him with is mace 

And with is honde 
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Tbries a-ftnot him on the krouD, 
That empenir fel fwowe adoun 

Thar a-fat. 
The leuedi is moder gan to grade, 
Nemeth that treitour fhe fede 
. 450 Anon with that. 

Tho dorlle Beues bo leng abides 
The knightes vp in ech a-fide. 

More and lafle ; 
Wo him was for the childes fake, 
Boute con of hem nolde him take, 

Hii lete him pafe, 

Beues goth fade afe he mai. 
His meiller a-mette in the wai, 
Thathighte Saber; 
460 And he him afkede with blithe mod, 
. Beues, a-feide, for the rode 
What doftow her? 

I fchel the telle allogadre, 
Beten Ichaue me llifadre 

With me mace; 
Thries I fmot in the heued, 
Al foi ded Ich him leued 

lo the place. 
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Beues, queth Saber, thow ert to blame ; 
470 The leuedi wile uow do me fchame 

For thine fake. 
Boute thow be me confaile do 
Thow might now fone brioge ts bo 

In meche wrake. 

Saber Beues to bis hous ladde, 
Meche of that leuedi him dradde. 
The leuedi out of the tour cam. 
To Saber the wei flie nam. 
Saber, the feide, whar is Bef 
460 That wike treitour, that fule thef? 
Dame, a-feide, Icb dede him of dawe ; 
Be the red and be the fawe 
This beth his clothe thow her iixt. 
The leuedi feide, Saber thow Iixt, 
Boute thow me to him take 
Thow fchelt abegge for is fake, 

Beue[s] herde his meifter threte; 
To hire a-fpak with bertte grete, 
And feide, lo me her bename, 
490 Do me meifter for me no fchame, 
Yif thow me fext to whar Ich here. 
His moder tok him be the ere, 
Fain fhe wolde a-were of Uue, 
Foure knightes ihe clepede bliue. 
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Wendeth flie feide to the ftronde, 
Yif ye feth fchipes of Painim londe 
Selleth to hem tbis ilcbe byne» 
That ye for no gode ne fine, 
Whether ye baue for bim mor and lelle 

soo Selleth bim right into betheneflb. 
For the kni^tes gonne te 
Til that hii come to the fe, 
Schipes hii fonde ther ilonde 
Of hethenefle and of fele tonde ; 
The child hii chepeden to fale, 
Marchauodes thai fonde ferli fale, 
And folde that child for mechel augbte. 
And to the farafins him betaughte. 
Forth thai wente with that child, 

sio Crift of beuene be Ts mild ! 
The cbitdes hertte was wel colde 
For Uiat he was fo fer i-folde, 
Natbeles though him thoughte eile 
Toward Painim a-molle faile. 
When hii riuede out of that ftrond. 
The king higbte Ermin of that l<Mide, 
His wif was ded, that higbte Morage, 
A doughter a-hadde of yong age, 
Jofiane that maide bet, 

S20 Hire fchon were gold vpon hire fet. 
So faire Ihe was and bright of mod 
Afe fnow Ypon the rede blod, 
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Whar to fcholde that may difcriue, 

Men wifte no fairer thing aliuei 

So heode ne wel i-taught, 

Boute of Crifteae lawe ibe kowthe naught. 

The marchaims weote an highing 

And prefente Beues to Ermyn king. 

The king thar of was glad and blithe, 
530 And thankede hem mani a fithe. 

Mahoun, a-feide, the might be proute 

And this child wolde to the aboute, 

Yif a-wolde a farafin be, 

Yit Ich wolde hope a-fcholde the ; 

Be Mahoun that fit an high 

Afairer child neuer I ae figh ! 

Neither alingthe ne on brade, 

Ne non fo fairie limes hade. 

Child, a-feide, whar wer the bore ? 
540 What is the name ? telle me fore, 

Yif Ich it wifte hit were me lef. 

For Gode, a-feide, Ich batte Bef, 

I-boren Ich was in Ingelonde, 

At Hamtoun, be the fe ilronde { 

Me fader was eri thar awhile. 

Me moder him let fle with gile. 

And me ihe folde into hetheo londe } 

Wikked beth fele wimmen to fonde. 
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Ac, fire, jdf it euer fo betide 
550 Tbat Ich mowe an horfe ride. 

And armes here and fcheft to brek6» 
Me fader detb Ich fchel wel wreke. 

llie kinges hertte wex wel cold 

When Beues hadde thus i-tolde. 

And faide, Inaue non eir after me dai, 

Boute Jofian this faire mai ; 

And thow wile the God forfake, 

And to Apoljm me lord take. 

Hire I fchel the yeue to wiue* 
560 And al me load after me Hue. 

For Gode ! queth Beues, that Inotde 

For al the feluer ne al the golde 

That is vnder heuene light, 

Ne for the doughter that is fo bright, 

Inolde forfake in none manere 

Ihefu that bougbte me fo dere, 

Al mote thai be domnand deue 

That on the falfe Godes beleue I 

The king him louede wel the more 
570 For him ne ftod of no man fore, 

And feide, Beues, while thow ert fwain 

Thow fchelt be me chaumberlain, 

And thow fchelt, whan thow ert dobbed knight. 

Me baner here in to eueright fight. 
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Beues anfwerde al with fkil. 
What ye toe hoten don Ich wil. 
Beues was ther yer and other, 
The king him louede alfo is brother. 
And the maide that was fo High, 
560 So dede eueri man that him figh. 
Be that he was fiftene yer olde. 
Knight ne fwain thar nas fo botde 
That him doHle agenes ride 
Ne with wrethe him abide. 

His ferfte bataile, for foth te fay, 

A-dede a Criites mefle day, 

Afe Beues fcholde to water ride, 

And fiftene farafins be is Me, 

And Beues rod on Arondel 
590 That was a ftede gode and lei, 

A farafin began to fay 

And afkede him what het that day ? 

Beues feide, for foth Y wis 

I no neuer what dai it is. 

For Inas boute feue winter old 

Fro Criftendome Ich was i-fold, 

Tharfore Ine can telle nougfate the 

What dai that hit mighte be. 

The farafio beheld and lough ; 
600 This dai, a-feide, I knowe wel inough : 
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This is the ferile du of Youl, 
The God was boren withouten doiil, 
For thi men maker ther mor blifle 
Than men do her in hethenefle, 
Anoure the god, fo I fchel myn, 
Bothe MahouD and Apolyn. 
Beues to that farafio faid. 
Of Crillendom yit Ichaue a-braid, 
Ichaue feie on this dai right 

610 Armed mani a gentil knight, 
Tomeande right in the feld 
With helmes bright and mani fcheld, 
And were Ich alfe Itith in plas, 
Afe euer Gii me fader was, 
Ich wolde for me Lordes loue. 
That fit high in heuene aboue, 
Fighte with yow euerichon 
Er than Ich wolde hennes gon. 
The farafines feide to his felawes, 

620 Lo ! brethem hire ye nought this fawes. 
How the yonge Criftene hounde 
A-faith a-wolde vs fellen to grounde, 
Wile we aboute him gon 
And fonde that treitour flon ? 
Al aboute thai gonne thringe, 
And hard on him thai gonne dinge, 
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And gaf him wondes mani on 

Tbourgh the flefch in to the bon, 

Depe wondes and fore 
630 That he mighte fofre na more ; 

Tho his bodi began to fmarte 

He gan ptokken vp is hertte> 

Afe tid to fara0n a wond. 

And breide a fwerd out of is honde, 

And fifti faraGns in that ftonde 

Thar with a-gaf hem dedli woade, 

And fum he ftrok of the ftvire 

That the heued flegh in to the riuere, 

And fum he clef euene afonder, 
640 Here hors is fet thai laine vnder, 

Ne was tber non that mighte afcape. 

So Beues flough hem in a rape, 

The lledes hom to ftable ran 

Withoute kenning of eni man. 

Beues hom began to ride ; 
His wondes bledde be ech fide ; 
The ftede he graithed vp anon, 
Into his chaumber he gan gon, 
And leide him deueling on the grounde 
650 To kolen is hertte in that ftounde. 
Tiding com to king Ennyn 
That Beues hadde mad is men tyn ; 
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The king fwor and feide is fawe 
For thi a-fcholde ben to drawe. 
' Vp ftod that maide Jofian, 
And to hire fader Ihe feide than, 
Sire, Ich wot wel in me thought 
That thine men ne Hough he nought^ 
Be Mahoun ne be Teruagaunt^ 

6S0 Route hit were him felf defebdaunt 1 
Ac fader,. Ifae feide, be me red, 
Er thotf do Beues to ded, 
Icb praie, fire, for loue o me 
Do bringe that child before the. 
Whan the child that is fo bold 
His owene tale hath i-tolde, 
And thow wite the foth aplight, 
Who hath the wrong who hath right, 
Gef him his dom that he fchel haue, 

670 Whather thow wilt him flen or faue. 
King Ermyn feide, me doubter fre 
Afe thow haueft feid fo it fchel be. 
Joliane tho aaoa rightes ' 
Clepede to hire twei knightes. 
To Beues now wende ye. 
And prai him that he come to me, 
Er me fader arife fro his des, 
Ful wel Ich fchel maken is pes 
Forth the knightes gonne gon, 

660 To Beues cfaaumber thai come anon, 
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And praide, afe he was geotil man, 
Gome fpeke with J<^aD. 
Beues floutliche in that ftounde 
Haf vp his heued fro the grounde> 
With ftepe eighen and rowe hren 
So lotheliche he gan on hem fen, 
The twei knightes thar thai ftode. 
Thai were hii wer nigh wode. 
A-feide, yif ye ner mafegers 

690 Ich wolde yow fle, lofengers. 
I nele rife o fot fro the grounde 
For fpeke with an hethen hounde ; 
She is an honde, alfo be ye,' 
Out of me chaumber fwithe ye fle ! 
The knightes wenten out in rape. 
Thai were fun fo to afcape. 
To Jofian thai wente aftit 
And feide of him is gret defpit, 
Sertes a-clepede the hethene hound 

TOO Thries in a lite ftounde, 
We nolde for al Ermonie 
Eft fones fe him with our eie. 
Hardeliche flie feide, cometh with me, 
And Ich wile your waraunt be; 
Forth thai wente al i-fame. 
To Beues chaiunber that he came. 
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LemmaD, Ihe feide, gent and fre, 

For Godes loue fpek with me! 

She kefte him bothe moth and chin* 
710 And gaf him confort gode afin. 

So him fotafte that mai 

That al is care wente awai ; 

And feide, lemman thin ore, 

Icham i-wouded fwithe fore. 

Lemman, fhe feide, with gode intent 

Ichaue brought an oyniment 

For make the bothe hoi and fere, 

Wende we to me fader dere. 

Forth thai wenten an highing 
720 Til Ermyn the ricbe king ; 

And Beues tolde vnto him than 

How that Hour ended and gan, 

And fchewed on him in that (lounde 

Fourti grete grilli wounde. 

Thanne feide king Ennin the bore, 
I Dolde Beues that thow ded wore. 
For al the londes that Ichaue 
Ich praie dougbter that thow him faue. 
And proue to bele afe thow can 
730 The wondes of that doughti man. 
In to chaumber flie gan him take, 
And riche bathes flie let him make, 
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That with iane a lite ftonde 
He was bothe hoi and fonde. 
Tbanne was he afe frefch to fight 
So was the faukoun to the flight. 
His other proweffe who wile lere 
Hende herkneth and ye mai here. 

A wilde bor thar was aboute, 
740 Ech man of him hadde gret doute ; 
Man and houndes that he tok 
. With his tolkes he al to fchok. 
Thei him hontede knightes tene, 
Tharof ne yef he nought a bene. 
At is mouth fif tolkes (toden out, 
Euerich was fif enches about, 
His fides wer hard and llrong, 
His broftles were gret and long, 
Him felf was fel and kouthe fighte; 
750 No man fie him ne mig^te. 

Beues lay in his bedde anight. 
And thoughte a-wolde kethen is mighte 
Vpon that fwin him felff one. 
That no man fcholde with him gone. 
Amorwe whan hit was da cler, 
Arifeth knight and fquier; 
Beues let fadlen is ronfi 
That bor a-thoughte to honti, 



d by Google 



2 SIR BEUES OF HAMTOUN. 

A-gerte him with a gode brond, 
760 And tok a fpere in is bond, 

A fcheld a-heng vpon is fide, 

Toward the wode he gan ride. 

Jofian tliat maide bim beheld, 

Al hire loue to him {he feld ; 

To hire felf ihe feide tber ihe Ood, 

Ne kepte Y neuer more gode, 

Ne na more of al this worldes blifle 

Thanne Beues with loue o time te kifle; 

Id gode time were boren 
770 That Beues hadde to lemman koren. 

Tho Beues into the wode cam, 
His fcheld aboute is nekke a-oam, 
And tide his hors to an hei thorn. 
And blew a blall with is horn ; 
Thre motes a-blew al arowe 
That the bor him fcholde knowe. 
Tho be com to the bor is dan, 
A-fegh ther bones of dede man 
The bor hadde flawe in the wode. 
780 And eten here flefch and dronke her blode. 
Aris, queth Beues, corfede gaft. 
And yem me bataile wel in hail ; 
Sone fo the bor him figh, 
Arerde is broileles wel an high, 
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And ftarede on Beues with eien howe, 
Al fo a-wolde him halie a-fwolwe ; 
And for the bor yenede fo wide, - 
A fpere Beues let to him glide ; 
On the fcholder he fmat the bor, 

790 His fpere baril to pifes thore, 
The bor ftod flille agon the dent. 
His hyde was harde afe any flent. 
Now al to borfte is Beues fpere, 
A-drough his fwerd him felf to were. 
And faught agen the bor fo grim, 
A-fmot the bor and he to him. 
Thus the bataile gan lefte long 
Til the time of euefong» 
That Beues was fo weri of foughte, 

800 That of is lif hen ne roughte ; 
And tho the bor was alfo, 
Awai fro Beues he gan go. 
Wile Beues made is praier 
To God and Mari is moder dere, 
Whather fcholde other flen : 
With that com the bor agen 
And bente is broftles vp faunfaile, 
Agen Beues to yeue batiule : 
Out at is mouth in aither fide 

BID The foim full ferli gan out glide. 
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And Beues in that ilche venev, 
Tbourgh Godes grace and is vertv. 
With is fwerd out aflinte 
Twei toikes at the fertte dent ; 
A Ipanne of the groin beforn 
With is fwerd he hath of fcboren. 
Tho the hot (o loude cride. 
Out of the foreft wide and fid^ 
To the caflel thar that lai Enniui 

Men berde the noife of the fwin ; 
And, alfe be made that lotheli cri, 
I^ fwerd Beues bafleli 
In at the mouth gan tbrefte tbo. 
And karf his hertte euene ato : - 
The fwerd abreide agen fot hot. 
And the bor his beued of fmot. 
And on a tronfoun of is fpere. 
That heued a-ftikede for to here. 
Tbanne a-fette bom to mouthe, 

10 And blew the pris afe well kouthe, 
So glad he was for is bonting. 
That heued a-tbougbte Jofian bring, 
And er be com to that maide fre 
Him com ftrokes fo gret plente. 
That fain he was to weren is head, 
And faue bim felf fro Ute ded. 
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A ftiward was with king Ermin, 

That badde tight to Qe that fwin ; 

To Beues a bar gret envie 
840 For that he hadde Uie meiftrie ; 

He dede arme his knightes ftoute, 

Foure and twenti in a route, 

And ten foHters alfo he tok ; 

And wente to wode, feith the bok. 

Tharof ne wifte Beues ao^t, 

Heipe him God that alle thing wrought I 

In is wei he rit pas for pas, 

Herkneth now a ferli cas, 

A-wende pafi in grith and pes, 
SH) The fUward cride, leith on and fles ! 

Beues feig^ that hii to him ferde, 
A-wolde drawe to is fwerde, 
Thanne hadde he leiied it thor 
Thar he hadde flawe the bor. 
He nadde nothing him felf to were 
Boute a tronfoun of a fpere ; 
Tho was Beues fore defmeid. 
The heued fro the tronfoun abraid, 
And with the bor is heued a-faught, 
860 And wan a fwerd of miche maught, 
That Morgelai was cleped aplight ; 
Beter fwerd bar neuer knight. 



d by Google 



SIR BEUES OF HAMTOUN. 

Tbo Beues hadde tbat fwerd an honde, 
Among the hethene knightes a-wond, 
And fum vpon the helme a-hitte 
Into the fadel he hem flitte, 
And fum knight Beues To of raugbte 
The heued of at the ferfle draughte, 
So harde he gan to lein aboute 

Among the hethene knightes floule, 
That non ne pafede hom aplight ; 
So thourgh the grace of God almigbt, 
The kinges fliward a-hitte fo, 
That is hodi a-clef ato. 
The dede kors a-pulte adoun, 
And lep him felf into the arfoun. 
That ftrok him thougbte wel i-fet, 
For he was borfed meche het. 
He thoughte make pes doun rightes 

W Of the forllers afe of the knightes. 
To hem fade he gan ride, 
Thai gonne fchete be ech afide, 
So mani armes to him thai fende, 
Vnnethe a-mighte him felf defende, 
So that in a Ute flounde 
The ten forllers wer feld te grounde, 
And hew hem alle to pices fmale, 
So hit is fonde in ti-enfche tale. 
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Jofian lai io a caftel, 
890 Aod fegb that fcoDfit eueiich del. 
O Mahoun 1 flie feide, oure drighte, 
What Beues is man of meche mighte I 
Al this world yif Ich it hedde 
Ich him yeue me to wedde : 
Boute he me loue Icham ded. 
Swete Mahoun, what is the red 
Loue longing me hath becought I 
Thar of wot Beues right nought. 
Thus that maide made hire mon, 
900 Thar fhe ftod in the tour alon, 
And Beues thar the folk beleued, 
And went horn with the heued : 
That heued of that wilde fwin 
He prefente to king Ermin. 
The kin^ tharof was glad and blithe, 
And thankede him ful mani a fithe, 
Ac be ne wifte ther of do wight 
How is ftiward to dethe was digbt. 

Thre yer after that bataile 
910 That Beues the bor gan afaile, 
A king ther com into Ermonie, 
And thoughte winne with meiftrie 
Jofiane that maide bright. 
That loued Beues with al hire might. 
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Brademond cride afe he wer wod 
To king Krmin thar a-ftod, 
King, a-feide, fwithe bliue, 
Yem me the doughter to wiue; 
Yef tbow me werneil, witbouteD faile 

920 I fchel winne hire in plein bataile, 
On fele half I fchel the anvghe. 
And al the loode I fchel deftrughe* 
And the fie fo mai betide. 
And lay hire anight be me fide, 
And after a wile the doughte yeue 
To a weine pain that is for driae. 
Ermin anfwerde bliue an highe, 
Be MahouD, fire, thow fcbelt lighe I 
Adoun of bis tour a-went^ 

930 And after al bis knightes a-fent. 
And Brademond him afailed badde, 
And afkede hem alle what hii radde. 
A word thanoe fpak that maiden bright. 
Be Mahoun ! fire, wer Beues a knight 
A-wolde defende the wd inough ; 
Me felf i-fegh wbar he flough 
Your owene ftiward him befet. 
Alone in the wode with him a-met. 
At wode he hadde his fwerd beleued 
940 Thar be fmot of the bores heued ; 
He nadde nothing him felf to were 
Boute a tronfoun of is fpere. 
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And your ftiward gret peple badde, 
Four and twenti knightes a-ladde, 
Al y-armed to the teth,* 
And eueri hadde fwore is detb* 
And ten foHlera of the foreft 
With him a-broughte afe preft. 
That thoughts him haue llawe thore^ 

950 And take the heued of the bore, 
And yeue the ftiward the renoun. 
Tho Beues fegh that foule trefouo, 
A-leide on with the bor is heued. 
Til that hii were adoun i-weued. 
And of the ftiward a-wan that day 
His gode fwerd Mcwgelay. 
The ten forfters alfo a-flough, 
And bom a-pafede wel i-noug^ 
That he of hem hadde no lodie. 

960 King Ermyn thanne fwor is othe 
That he fcholde be maked knight, 
His baner to here in that fight. 

He clepede Beues at that fake, 
And feide, knight Ich wile the make. 
Thow fchelt here into bataile 
Me baner Brademond to afaile. 
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Beues anfwerde with blithe mod, 
Bletbelich, a-feide, be the rod ! 
King Ermin tho anon righte 

970 Dobbede Beues vnto knighte, 

And gaf him a fcheld gode and fur, 
With thre eglen of afur. 
The chanope of gold ful wei i-dight 
With fif fables of feluer bright ; 
Sithe a-gerte him with Morgelay. 
A gonfanoun wel ftout and gay 
Joiian him broughte for to here, 
Sent of the fcheld Y yow fwere. 
Beues dede on is a£toun, 

980 Hit was worth mani a toun ; 

An hauberk him broughte that mai, 
So feiden alle that hit i-fai. 
Hit was wel i-wroughte and faire, 
Non egge tol mighte it nought paire ; 
After that Ihe gaf him a llede 
"Hiat fwithe gode was at nede ; 
For hit was fwift aud ernede wel, 
Me clepede hit Arondel. 

Beues in the fadel lep, 
990 His oil him folwede al to hep. 

With baoer bright and fcheldes fchene, 
Thretti thofent and fiftene. 
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The ferfte fcbeld trome Beues nam 
Bradetnond agenes him cam; 
His baner bar the king Redefoun 
Tbat leuede on fire Mahoun. 
Row he was alfo a fchep 
Beues of him nam gode kep. 
He fmol Arondel with fpures of gold, 
1000 Thanne thoughte that hors that he fcholde. 
Agen Redefoun Beues gan ride, 
And fmot him thourgh out bothe fide. 
Hauberk ne fcheld ne a6lioun 
Ne vailede him nought worth a botoun, 
That he ne fel ded to the grounde. 
Refte the, queth Beues, hethen hounde. 
The hadde beter atom than here I 
Lay on fafte a-bad his fere. 

Tho laide thai on with eger mod, 
1010 And flowe Sarfins as hii wer wod, 
And fire Beues the criftene knight 
■ Slough afe mani in that fight 
With Morgelay him felf alone 
Afe thai deden euerichone. 
And euer hli wer preft to fight* 
Til tbat the fonne fet right. 
Beues and is oft withinne a ftounde, 
Sexti thofent thai.felde to grounde, 

• In MS. loj^ilprctt. 
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That were out of Damelke i-fent, 
1020 That neuer on homeward ne went. 
Tho Brademond fegh is folk i-flayn, 
A-flegb awei with mighte and mayn; 
Afe he com ride be a coft 
Twei knigbtes a-food of Beues oft. 
Of his ftede he gan dono lighte 
And bond hem bothe anon righte, 
And thoughte hem lede to his prifoun, 
And haue for hem gret raunfoum. 
Afe be trofede hem on is ftede, 
1030 Beues of hem nam gode hede, 
And haftelicbe in that tide 
After Brademond he gao ride. 
And feide, Brademond olde wreche, 
Ertow come Jofiane to feche? 
Erft thow fcbelt pafe thourgb min bond. 
And thourgh Morgelay me gode brand. 
Witbouten eni wordes mo, 
Beues Brademond hitte fo 
Vpon bis helm in that ftounde, 
1040 That a-felde him flat to grounde. 

Merci, queth, Ich me yelde 
Recreaunt to the in this felde, 
So barde the fmiteft vpon me krouD» 
Ich do me alle in the bandoun 
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Sexti cites with caftel tour 

Thin owen Beues to thin onour, 

With that thow lete me afcape. 

Beues anfwerde tho in rape, 

Nay, a-feide, be fein Martynl 
1050 Icham i-fwore to king Ermin 

Al that Ich do it is dede, 

Thar fore fire, fo God me fpede, 

Thow fchelt fwere vpon the lay 

Thow fchelt werre on him night ne dai, 

And omage eche yer him yelde, 

And al the tonde of him helde. 

Brademond anfwerde anon righte, 

Thar to me treuthe Y the plighte, 

That Ine fchel neuer don him dere, 
1060 Ne agen the Beues armes here. 

And whan he hadde fwore fo, 

Beues let king Brademond go. 

Alias 1 that he nadde him flawe. 

And i-brought of is lif dawe ; 

For fiththe for al is faire behefte, 

Mani dai a-maked him fefle, 

In is prifoun a-lai feue yere 

Afe ye may now forthward here. 

Beues rod horn and gan to finge, 
1070 And feide to Ermin Uie kinge. 
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Sire, Brademond king of Sara£ne, 
A-is become one of thine : 
The man a-is to then hefte 
While his lif wile lefte, 
Londes and ledes al that he wait, 
A-faith fire of the hem halt. 
Thame was king Ermin at that lithe 
In his hertte fwithe blithe; 
A-clepede is doughter and faide, 

1080 Jofian the faire maide, 

Vnarme Beues he wer at mete, - 
And feme the felf him ther ate. 
Tho nolde that maide neuer blinne, 
Til Ihe com to hire inne, 
Thar fhe lai hire felue anight ; 
Thar fhe fette that gentil knight, 
Hire felf gaf him water to bond. 
And fette before him al is fonde. 
Tho Beues hadde wel i-ete, 

1090 And on the maidenes bed i-fete, 
That mai that was fo bright of biwe 
Thoughte ihe wolde hire confaile fchewe. 
And feide, Beues lemman thin ore 
Ichaue loued the ful yore, 
Sikerli can I no rede, 
Boute thow me loue Icham dede. 
And boute thow with me do the wille. 
For Gode, queth, that Ich do nelle; 
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Her is a-feide min vnliche, 
1100 Brademobd king' that is fo riche, 
In al this world nis ther ntao, 
Prinfe, ne king, ne foudan, 
That the to wiue haue nolde, 
And lie the hadde ones bebolde. 
Merci, ihe feide, yet with than 
Ichauede the leuer to me leinman. 
The bodi in the fcherte naked, 
Than al the gold that Crift hath maked, 
And thow wofl with me do the wille. 

1110 For Gode, queth he, that I do nelle. 
She fel adoun and wep right fore, 
Thow feideil foth her before, 
In al this world nis ther man, 
Prinfe ne king ne foudan. 
That me to wiue haue nolde, 
And he me hadde ones beholde, 
And tbow cberl me haueil forfake. 
Mahoun the yeue tene and wrake I 
Beter become the i-liche 

1120 For to fowen an old diche, 

_ Thanne for to be dobbed knight, 
Te gon among maidenes bright; 
To other contre thow might fare, 
Mahoun the yeue tene and care ! 
Damefele, a-feide, thow feift vnright ; 
Me fader was bothe erl and knight 
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How mi^te Ich thanne ben a cherl 
Whan me fader was knight and erl ? 
To other contre Ich wile te, 
1130 ScheltoK me namore i-fe, 

Thow yeue me an hors lo it her, 
I nel namore of the daunger. 
Forth him wente fire Beuoun 
And tok is in that toun. 
Sore aneighed and afchamed 
For iihe hadde him fo gramed. 

Tho Beues was to toun i-go, 
The began that maidenes wo, 
Thanne was hire wo with alle, 

1140 Hire tboughte the tour wolde on hir falle. 
She clepede hire cbaumberlein Bonefas, 
And tolde to him al hire cas, 
And bad him to Beues wende. 
And fai him Ich wille amende 
Altogedre of word and dede 
Of that Ichaue him mifede. 
Forth wente Bonefas in that ftounde. 
And Beues in is chaumber a-founde, 
And feide fhe him theder fende, 

1150 And that Ihe wolde alle amende 
Altogedres lo is wille, 
Bothe londe and eke llille. 
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Thanne anfwerde Beues the fer, 
Sai tbow might nought fpeden her ; 
Ac for thow bringeft fro hir mefage, 
I fchel the yeue to the wage 
A mantel whit fo melk 
The broider is of tuli felk, 
Beten abouten with rede golde, 

1160 The king to were thegh a-fcholde. 
Bonefas him thankede yerne, 
Hom j^en he gan to teme. 
A-fond that maide in forwe and care. 
And tolde hire his anfware, 
That ne mlghte nought fpede 
Aboute hire nede. 
And feide thow haddeft vnright 
So te mifio a noble knight. 
Who gaf the this ilche wede ? 

1170 Beues that hendi knight a-feide. 
Alias I flie feide, Ich was to blame. 
Whan Ich feide him fwiche fchame. 
For hit was neuer a cherles dede 
To yeue a mafeger fwiche a wede. 
Whan he nel nought to me come 
The wei to his chaumber Y wil neme ; 
And what euer of me befalle, 
Ich wile wende into is halle. 
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Beues herde^that maide ther oute ; 

1180 Afe yif aflep he gan to route. 

Awake lemman, ffie feide, awake, 
. Icham i-come me pes to make. 
Lemman for the corteifle 
Spek with me a word or tweie. 
Damefele, queth Beues thaone. 
Let me ligge aud go the wei henne ; 
Icham weri of foughte fore, 
Ich faugbt for the Inel na more. 
Merci, fhe feide, lemman thin ore. 

1190 She fel adoun and wep wel fore. 
Men, faith the, feide in olde riote. 
That wimmannes bolt is fone fchote, 
Foryem me that Ichaue mifede. 
And Ich wile right now to mede, 
ftfin falfe godes al forfake, 
And criftendom for the loue take. 
Id that maner, queth the kiught, 
I graunte the me fwete wight, 
And kifte hire at that cordement ; 

1200 Thar fore he was negh after fcfaent. 

The twei knightes that he vnbond 
That were in Brademondes hond. 
He made that oq is chaumberlain, 
Him hadde be beter he hadde hem fleio. 
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Thei wente to the king and fwor othe, 
No wonder fire tbegb ye be wrothe, 
No wonder thegh ye ben agreued, 
Whan Beues fcherewe milbeleued 
The (Jougbter he hath now forlain, 
]2io Hit gode, fire, that be wer flain. 

Hii lowe the fcberewes that him gan wreie, 

Id belle mote thai hongen beie I 

He dede nothing-boute ones hire kifi.e, 

Nought elles bi hem men ne wille. 

Tharfore hit is foth i-faide, 

And in the rime right wel i-laid, 

Deliure a thef fro the galwe 

He the bateth after be atle halwe. 

Atlas 1 queth Ermin the king, 
1220 Wel fore me reweth that tiding. 
Setbthe be com me feril to 
So mecbe he hath for me ido, 
I ne mighte for al Peynim londe 
That men dede him eni fcbonde, 
Ac fain Icb wolde awreke be, 
Boute Ine mighte bit nought i-fe. 
Tbanne befpak a farafin, 
Haue he Criftes kurs and mynl 
Sire, ye fcholle for is fake, 
1230 A letter fwithe anon do make 

a 
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To BrademoDd the ftrooge king. 
And do him theder the letter bringe, 
And in the letter the fchelt faie 
That be bath Jofian forlaie. 
Whan the letter was come to thende 
Atfer Beues the king let fende* 
And feide^ Beuea thow moft banae 
To Brad^nond thin owene maone, 
Al in folas in deliit 

1240 Thow moft him here this ilche fcriit, 
Ac yif ihow fcbelt me letter here, 
V[)on the lai thow fchelt me fwere 
That thow ne fchelt with no man tatAe 
To fcbewe the prente of me fele. 
I wile, queth Beues afe fnel. 
The later here treulidie and wel. 
Haue leb Arondel me flede, 
Icb wile fare into that tbede, 
And Morgelai me gode bronde, 

1250 Icb wile wende into that londe. 
King Ermio feide in k fawe. 
That ner no raefager is lawe 
To ride vpMi an beui ftede> 
That fwiftli fcholde don is nede, 
Ac nim a Kghter bakenai. 
And lef her the fwerd Morgelai, 
And tbow fcbelt come to Brademonde 
Sone^ withinne a lite llounde. 
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Beues ao hakenai beftrit 
1260 And in his wei forth a-rit, 

And beretb with him is owene deth; 
Boute God him helpe that alle thing feth. 

Teroe we agen tbar we wer er, 
And fpeke we of is em Saber. 
After that Beues was thus fold, 
For him is hertte was euer cold; 
A-clepede to him fais fone Terri, 
Aud bad him wendeo and afpie 
Into euerie londe fer and oer, 

1270 Whider him ladde the maroner. 
And feide, fone, thow ert min owen, 
Wei tbow canfl the lord knowen. 
Ich bote Uie fone in alle maoere 
That tbow him fecbe this feue yet, 
Ich wile feche him mowe tbow him fyode, 
Though be be biyende Ynde, 
Terri is fooe is fortb Ffare, 
Beues a-foughte eaeri «4iare 
Id al hethpenes nan toun hod 

1380 That Criftene man mlghte ihet in gon, 
That be ne batb Bcnes in i-foughtt 
Ae be ne kouthe finde bim nought. 
So hit befel vpon a eas 
TbtA Terri com befide Damas, 
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And afe he com forth be that Itede 
A-fat and dioede in a wede, 
Vnder a faire medle tre, 
That fire Beues gan of [see]. 
Sire, queth Terri, for fein Juline, 
1290 Is it the wilte com nere and dine. 
Beues was of hongred fore, 
And kouthe him gret thank therfore ; 
For twei dawes he faadde ridde 
Faftande in that ilcfae wede. 

The palmer nas nought withouten llore ; 
Inough a-leide him before; 
Bred and flefc out of is male, 
And of his flaketes win and ale. 
Whan Beues hadde eten gret foifoun, 

1300 Terri aikede at Are Beuoun, 
Yif a-herde telle yong or olde 
Of a child that theder was folde, 
His name was i-hote Beuoun, 
I-bore a-was at South Hamtoun. 
Beues beheld Terri and lough, 
. And feide, a-knew that child wel inough» 
Hit is nought a-feide gon longe 
I fegh the Sarfins that child an honge. 
Terri fel ther doun and fwough ; 

1310 His her, bis clothes, he alto drougfa; 
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Wban be awok and fpeke mighte, 

Sore a-wep and fore Jighte, 

And feide, alias! that. he was boren, 

Is me lord Beues forloreD ? 

Beues tok him vp at that cas. 

And gaa him for to Tolas, 

Wend hom, a-feide, to the centre, 

Sai the frendes fo Ichaue the, 

Though thow him feche thes feue yer, 
1320 Thow worft that child neuer the ner. 

Terri on Beues beheld. 

And fegh the boifte with a fcheld. 

Me thenketh thow ert a mafager 

That in this londe watkes her, 

Icham a clerk and to fcole yede 

Sire let me the letter rede. 

For thow might haue gret doute 

Thin owene deth to here ahoute. 

Beues feide, Ich vnderllonde 
1330 He that me tok this letter an tionde, 

He ne wolde me non other 

Than Ich were is owene brother. 

Beues him thankede and thus hii delde : 

Terri wente hom and telde 

His fader Saber in the Ilde of Wight, 

How him tolde a gentil knight 

That Sarfins hadde Beues forfare, 

And hangede him while he was thare. 
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Saber wep and made drem, 
1340 For he was the childes em, 
And ech yer oil a dai certaine, 
VpoD themperur of Almaine, 
With a wel gret barooage 
Acleimede his eritage. 

Let we DOW ben is em Saber, 
And fpeke of Beues the mafeger. 
Forth him wente fire Beuoun 
Til a-com to Dames toun, 
Aboute the time of middai, 
1360 Out of a mameri a-fai 
Sarafins com gret foifoun, 
That hadde anoured here Mahoim. 
Beues of is pal&ei alighte, 
And ran to her mameri ful rigbte* 
And fleugh here i»eft that was ther in, 
And threw here godes in the fen. 
And lough hem alle ther to fcom. 
On afcapede and at om 
In at the eaflel yete, 
1360 Afe the king fat at the mete. 

Sire, feide this man, at the frome 
Here is i-come a cu-fede gome, 
That throweth our godes in the fen. 
And lleth al oure men; 
Vonethe ifcapede amoog that thring 
For to bringe the tiding. 
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Brademond quakede at the bord, 

And feid, that is Beues my lord. 

Beues weote in at the caflel gate, 
1370 His hors he lefte ther ate. 

And wente forth in to the hatle. 

And gret hem in this maner alle. 

God, that made this world aronde, 

The faue fire king Brademond, 

And ek alle thine fere 

That I fe nowhere; 

And yif that ilche bleffing 

Liketh the right nothing, 

MahouD that is God thin, 
1380 Teruagaunt and Apolio, 

The bleffi and dighte 

Be alle here mighte 1 

Lo ! here, the king Ermin 

The fente tbb \ett& in parcbemin, 

And afe the letter the teDetb to 

A-bad tbow fcboldeflfwitfae do. 

Beues kneuled and notde nought llonde, 

And gaf rp is deth with is owene bonde. 

Brademonde quakede al for drede, 
1390 He vndede the letter and gan to rede, 

And fmtd i-writen in that felle 

How that he fcholde Beues aquelle. 

Tbanne feide Brademond to twenti king 

That were that dai at is gillntng, 
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A-fpak with trefoun and with gile, 

Arifeth vp, he feide awhile, 

Euerich of yow fro the bord 

And welcometh your kende lord. 

Alle hi goonen vp right llonde, 
1400 And Bradetuond tok Beues be the honde, 

And held him fafte at that fake 

That he ne fcholde is fwerd out take. 

And cride alfe be badde be wod 

To hem alle aboute him Hod, 

Afe ye me louen at this ftounde 

Bringeth this man fwith to grounde. 

So fafte faii gonne aboute him fcheue 

Afe don ben aboute the heue. 

So withione a lite ftounde 
14)0 Beues was i-brought to grounde. 

Brademond feide him anon right, 

Yif thow me naddeft wonne with fight, 

Inolde for nothing hit beleue 

That thow fcholt ben hanged er eue, 

Ac afe euel the fchel betide 

In me prifoun thow fcbelt abide, 

Vnder therthe twenti teife, 

Thar thow fchelt haue meche mifeife. 

Ne fcheltow haue til thow be ded 
1420 Boute ech a dai quarter of a lof bred ; 

Yif thow wilt drinke, thegh it be nought fwet, 

The fchelt hit take vnder the fet. 



d by Google 



SIR BEUES OF HAMTOUN. 

A-dede Beues binde to a fton gret, 
That wegh feue quarters of whet, 
And het him calle into prifoun 
That twenti teife was dep adoun. 
At the prifoun dore Beues fond 
A tronfoun that he tok in his bond, 
Thar with a-thoughte were him there 
1430 Fram wormes that in prifoun were. 
Now is Beues at this petes grounde, 
God bringe him vp hoi and fonde ! 

Now fpeke we of Jofian the maide, 
That com to hire fader and faide, 
Sire, ihe feide, whar Beues be 
That me mighte him nought fern i-fe I 
Doughter, a-feide, a-is i-fare 
Into his londe, and woneth thare 
In to is owene eritage, 
1440 And hath a wif of gret parage, 

The kinges doughter of Ingeloode, 
Afe men doth me to vnderilonde. 
Thanne was that maide wo ynough, 
In hire chaumber hire her Ihe drogh ; 
And wep and feide euer mo 
That fum trefoun thar was y-do. 
That me ne telde ord and ende 
What dai awhanne a-wolde wende. 
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Of Mombraunt the king Ynor, 
1450 A riche king of gret trefore. 
Whan he owbar to werrv nolde, 
Fiftene kingea him fewe fcholde, 
Comen a-is Jofian to wedde, 
Agen hire fader fo a-fpedde 
Tttat he hire grauntede to his wiue. 
And al is londe after is liue, 
Tho Jofian wifte fhe fchotde be quen, 
Hit was nought be hire wille I wen ; 
Hire were leuer haue bad laflTe, 
1460 And haue be Beues is contafle. 
Nathelea, now it is fo, 
Hire fader wil flie mofte do. 
Ac euer flie feide, Beuoun, 
Hende knigbte of Southe Hamtoun, 
Naddeftow me neuer forfake 
Yif fum trefoun hit nadde make : 
Ac for the loue tbat was fo gode, 
That i-loued afe min hertte blode, 
Ichaue, fhe feide. a ling on 
1470 That of fwiche vertu is the Hon, 
While Icbaue on that ilcbe ring 
To me fchel no man haue welling ; 
And Beues, Ihe feide, be Gxid aboue ! 
I fchel it weroQ for the loue. 
Whan hit to tbat time fpedde 
That Ynor fcholde that maide wedde, 
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He let fende withouten enfoioe 
After the foudan of Habiloine, 
And after the fiftene kinge 
1480 That him fcholde omage brioge. 
And bad hem com left and mefte, 
To onoure that meri fefte. 

If that fefte nel Ich na more telle,"* 

For to highe with our fpelle. 

Whan al the fefte to yede 

Ech knight wente to is ftede, 

Men graicede cartes ane fomers, 

Knightes to horfe and fquiers, 

And Jofian with meche care 
1490 Theder was brought in hire chare. 

King Ermin nom Arondel 

And let him fadlen faire and wel, 

A-wente to Beues chaumber ther he lay, 

And nom his fwerd Morgelay ; 

With Arondel a-gan it lede 

To king Ynor, and thus a-fede, 

Sone, a-fede, haue this ftede, 

The befte fole that man mai fede, 

And this fwerd of ftel broun 
1500 That was Beues of Hamtoun. 

A-nolde hit geue wer it in is honde 

Nought for al Painim londe. 
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Ne Ich, queth the King Ynor, 

For al the gold ne the trefor 

That thow might in the cit« belouke. 

Sone, queth Knnin, wel mot the it brouke. 

Ynor gaa homward te ride, 

And dede lede Arondel be is fide. 

Whan he com withoute Mombraunt, 

1510 A-fwor is oth be Teruagaunt, 
That he wolde into his cite ride 
Vpon Arondel before is bride. 
Arondel thar he beflrit ; 
That hors wel fone vnder fit 
That Beues nas nought vpon is rigge, 
The king wel fore fcbolde hit abegge. 
He ran ouer dich and thorn, 
Thourgh wode and tbourgh thekke korn ; 
For no water ne for no londe 

1520 Nowhar nolde that flede a-ftonde; 
At the lafte a-threw Ynor doun. 
And al to brak the kinges kroun, 
That al is kingdom wel vnnethe 
Arerede him ther fro the detbe; 
And er hii mighte that hors winne 
Thai laughte him with queinte ginoe. 
A wonder thing now ye may here ; 
After al that feue yere 
To rakenteis a-llod i-teide, 

1530 Nas mete ne drinke before him leid, 
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Hey ne oten ne water clere, 
Boute be a kord of afolere. 
No man dorfte com him heode, 
Thar that hors ftod in bende. 

Now is Jofian a quene, 
Beues in prifoun hath gret tene. 
The romounce telleth ther a-fet 
Tit the her on is heued greu to is fet ; 
Snakes and euetes and oades fale, 

1540 How mani can I nought telle in tale, 
That in the prifoun were with him, 
That prouede euer with her venim 
To 0e Beues that gentil knight, 
Oc, thourgh the grace of God almight, 
With the troofoun that he to prifoun tok 
A-ilough hem alle, fo faith the bok. 
A fleande nadder was in an hole, 
For elde blak afe eni cole. 
Vnto Beues Ihe gan flinge, 

15M> And in the forehed thoughte him Hinge ; 
Beues was redi with is troofoun, 
And fmot hire that Ihe fel adoun. 
VpoD agen the nadder rowe. 
And breide awei his right browe ; 
Tho was Beues fore agreued 
And fmot the nadder on the heued. 
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So barde dent fae hire gaf 

The brein cleuede on is ilaf. 

DouD fel the Dadder nithouteu faile, 
1560 And fmot fo Beues with tbe taile, 

That negh a-les tber contenaunfe 

Almeft is Hf was in balauDfe. 

Wban fae awakede of that fwough. 

The tronfoun eft to him a<drough, 

And bet hire al to pifes fmale, 

Afe hit is fonde in Frenfcbe tale. 

Tho he faadde flawe the foule fendes, 

Be that hadde Beues lein in bendes 

Seue yer in peines grete, 
1570 Lite i-dronke and lafle i-ete. 

His browe flank for defaut of yeme. 

That it fet after afe a-feme, 

Whar thourgh that maide ne kneu him nought 

Whan bii were eft togedre brought. 

On a dai afe be was mad aod feint, 
To Jhefu Crifl he made is pleint ; 
And to bis moder, feinte Marie, 
Reuhche he gan to hem crie. 
Lord, a-feide, beuene king, 
1580 Scbepere of erthe and alle thing, 
What haue Ich fo mecbe mifgilt 
That thow fext and tbolen wilt 
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That the wetherwines and the fo- 

Schel the femaimt do this wo? 

Ich bedde the lord for the pits 

That thow baue merci on me, 

And geue grace hennes to gange. 

Or fone be drawee other an hange. 

Me roughte neuer what deth to me come, 

1590 With that Ich were hennes nonoe. 
The gailers that him fcholde yeme, 
WhaD hii herde him thus reme, 
Thef, cherU feide, that cm tho 
Now beth the lif dawes y-do, 
For king ne kaifer ne for no fore, 
Ne fchehow leue do leuger more. 
Anon rightes with that word 
A laumpe he let doun be a cord, 
A fwerd a-tok be his fide, 

1600 And be the cord he gan doun j^ide. 
And fmot him with that other hond. 
And Beues to the grounde a-wond. 
Alias! queth Beues, that ilche flounde; 
Wo is the man that liih y-bounde 
Medel botfae fet and honde. 
Tho Ich com ferft into this londe» 
Hadde Ich had me fwerd Morgelay» 
And Aroodel me gode paliray. 
For Dames nadde be trefoun 

1610 Inolde haue geue a botoun, 
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And now the mefte wreche of alle 

With a flrok me adoun falle ; 

Bidde Ich neuer with Jhefu fpeke, 

Boute Ich therof ben awreke. 

A-fmot the gailer with is fed, 

That is nekke him to berfl. 

His felawe aboue gan to crie : 

Highe hider, felawe, queth Beues, highe ! 

Yif thow moft haue help, a-fede, 
1620 Ich come to the with a gode fpede. 

Yif, queth Beues, al for gile, 

And knette the rop tbar while, 

Afe high afe a-mighte reche. 

Tho queth Beues with reuful fpeche. 

For the loue of fein Mahoun 

Be the rop glid bliue adoun, 

And help that this thef wer ded. 

Whan he hadde thus i-fed. 

That other gailer no leng abod, 
1630 Boute be rop adoun he glod. 

Whan the rop failede in is bond, 

Beues held vp that gode bronde. 

And felde to gronde that fori wight, 

Thourgh out is bodi that fwerd be pight. 

Now er thai ded the geilers tweie, 
And Beues lith to the raken teie : 
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His lif him thoughte al to long, 

Thre daies after he nett ne droog. 

Tofore that, for fothe to fai, 
1640 A-was woned ech other dai, 

Of here lof to haue a quarter 

To his mete and to his diner ; 

And for his meiflers wer botbe ded 

Thre dales after he ne et no bred. 

To Jhefu CriH he bed abone 

And he him grauntede wel fone ; 

So yerne he gan to Jhefu fpeke 

That his vetres gone brake, 

And of is medel the gret flon ; 
1660 Jhefu Criil he thaokede anon. 

A-wente quik out of prifouQ 

Be the rop the gailer com adoun, 

And wente into the caitel right, 

Ac it was aboute the midnight; 

He lokede aboute fer and ner. 

No man wakande ne fegfa he ther. 

He beheld forther a lite 

To a chaumber vnder a garite, 

Thar inne he fegh torges i-light, 
1660 Beues wente theder ful right ; 

Twelf knightes a-fond ther aflepe. 

That hadde the cafte! for to kepe. 

The chaumber dore a-fond vnlleke, 

And priueliche he gan in reke, 
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And armede him in yrene wede. 
The befte that he fond at nede ; 
And gerte him with a gode bronde* 
And tok a gode fpere in is boode. 
A fcheld aboute is nekke be caft, 

1670 And wente out of the cbaumber on haft. 
Porther a-berde in a liable 
Pages fele withoute fable, 
Afe thai fete in here ragin 
In at the dore Beues gan fpring. 
An for thai fcbolde him nought wrai, 
Vnder his bond he made him plai. 
And whan the farafins were i-flawe, 
The befte ilede he let forth drawe, 
And fadelede hit and wel a-digbt» 

1680 And wente him forth anon right, 
And gan to crie with loude lleuen, 
And the porter he gan neuenen. 
Aw£tke, a-feide, proude felawe, 
Thow were worthi ben hanged and drawe ! 
Highe the gates wer vnfteke, 
Beues is out of prifoun reke. 
And Icham fent now for is fake. 
The treitour yif Ich mighte of take. 
The porter was al bewaped: 

1690 Alas I queth he, is Beues afcaped? 
Vp he cafte the gates wide. 
And Beues bi him gan out ride. 
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And tok is wei ful haftelie 

Toward the londe of ErmoDie. 

He nadde ride in is wei 

Boute feue tnile of that coDtrei, 

He wex afleped wonder fore, 

He migbte ride do forther more ; 

He reinede his hors to a chefteine, 
1700 And felle aflepe vpon the pleine. 

And alfe a-flep in is fweuene. 

Him thoughte Brademond and kinges feuen, 

Stod ouer him with fwerdes drawe, 

AI flepande liim wolde han flawe. 

Of that fweuen he was of drad; 

He lep to hors afe he wer mad, 

Toward Damas agein apligbt. 

Now refte we her a lite wight. 

And fpeke we fchalle of Brademond ; 
1710 Amorwe whan he it hadde i-fonde 

That Beues was afcaped fo, 

In is hertte him was lul wo. 

That lime be comin acent, 

Thar was comin parlement, 

Erles, kinges, lafle and m<H^, 

And fiftene kinges wer famned there. 

To hem Brademond tolde thare 

That Beues was fro him i-fare. 

And bad help with might and main 
1720 For to fecbe Beues again. 
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A king ther was fwithe fer, 
His nam was bote Grander. 
An hors he badde of gret pris. 
That was i-cleped Trinchefis; 
For him a-gaf feluer wight 
Er he that hors baue might. 
He armede him in yrene wede, 
Seue knightes he gan with him lede, 
And prikede forth on Trenchefis 

1730 And wende wenne meche pris, 
And Beues fooe be gan fe 
Afe be rod toward the cite. 
A-yilt the, a-feide, thow fox welp, 
The God fchel the nothing help, 
For her tbourgh min bondes one 
For fothe thow fchelt the lif forgoD ! 
So me belpe God I quetb Beues, tbo, 
Hit were no meillri me to ilo, 
For this is the ferthe dai agon 

1740 Mete ne drinke ne hot I non, 
Ac natheles God it wot 
Yif Icb a)le nedes mot, 
Yit Ich wile afaie 
A lite box the to paie. 

King Grander was of herte grim, 
And rod to Beues and be to him : 
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And afe thei bothe togedre mete. 

With here launces thei goone mete, 

That hit gODneo al to driue 
1750 And te borften on pifes fiue. 

Here fwerdes drowe knightes ftoute, 

And fighteth falle it is no doute, 

The medwe fquaughte of her deotes. 

The fur flegh out fo fpark a^flintes; 

Thus thai letde on in bothe lide 

Betwene midmorwe and vndetide. 

King Grander was agremed ftrong 

That lire Beues him Hod fo long, 

And with his fwerd a-hitle i-fcheld, 
1760 A quarter fel into the feld. 

Hauberk, plate, and aktoun, 

Into Beues forther arfoun. 

Half a fot he karf doun right. 

Tho Beues fegh that ftrok of might, 

A-feide, that dent was wel i-fet, 

Fallen Y wile another bet. 

With that word Beues fmot doun 

Grander is fcheld with is fachoua, 

And is left hande be the wrelt 
1770 Hit flegh awei thourgh help of Grift. 

Tho Grander hadde his fcheld i-lore, 

He faught afe he wer wode ther fore; 

A-gaf Beues llrokes that tide, 

Nod ne mode other abide. 
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Beues therof was agreued, 

And fmot of king Grander is heued, 

The dede kors in that throwe 

Fel out ouer the fadel bowe. 

Tho king Grander was i-flawe. 
1780 The feue knightes of hethen lawe 

Beues flough that ilche flounde; 

So hit is in Frenfch y-founde. 

For nought Beues nolde helaue 

The beter hors a-wolde haue ; 

Beues 'Strenchefis beftrit, 

And in is weie forth a-rit; 

And Brademond with al is oft f 

Com after with meche boft ; 

So longe hii han Beues driue, 
1790 That hii come to the diue, 

Thar the wilde fe was. 

Herkneth now a wonder caa I 

Into the fe a-mofU I wis 

Other fights agenes al t: 



To Jhefu Criit he bad abooe, 
And he him grauntede wel fone. 
Lord! a-fede, heueae king, 
Schepere of erthe and alle thing, 
Thow madeft fifch afe alfe man, 
1800 That nothing of fenoe ne cau, 
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Ne nought of fifches keDoe, 
Neuer yet ne dede feoDe 
Of this hethene hounde 
That belle the and hounde. 
And bete the body to the dethe; 
Thar fore Ich may alfe ethe 
To water fle in this ftede, 
To fifch that neuer fenne dede, 
Than her daien in londe 
isio In al this farafines hoode. 

Beues fmot his hors that it lep 
In to the fe that wel dep. 
Whan he in to the fe cam, 
Ouer the fe Y wot a-fwam; 
' In a dai and m a night 
A-bar ouer that gentil knight. 
Whan he com of that wilde brok 
His gode ftede him refede and fchok. 
And Beues for honger in ^at ftoimde 
1620 The hors threw him doun to grounde; 
AUasI queth Beues, whan he doun cam, 
Whilom Ichadde an erldam. 
And an hors gode and fuel. 
That men clepede Arondel; 
Now Ich wolde geue hit kof 
For a fchiuer of a lof. 
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A-reftede him ther a lite tide, 
His gode ftede he gan beftride, 
And rod ouer dale and doun, 

1830 Til he com to a gret toun ; 

The leuedi tharof ouer the cailel lai, 
And Beues hire fone of fay. 
And wende ben al out of care, 
And thoughte wel to fpede thare. 
Beues to the caftel gate rit, 
And fpak to hire aboue him fit: 
Dame, a-feide, that fit aboue, 
For that ilche tordes loue, 
On wham thin herte is oo i^fet, 

1840 Geue me to day a meles met. 
The leuedi anfwerde him tho, 
Boute thow fro the gate go 
The wer beter elles whar than her, 
Go or the tit an euel diner; 
Me lord, Ihe feide, is a geauot, 
And leueth on Mahoun and Teruagaunt, 
And felleth crillene meo to grounde, 
For he hateth hem afe hounde. 
Be God ! queth Beues, I fwere an othe, 

1650 Be him tef and be him lothe, 
Her Ich wile haue the mete 
With loue or eighe whather I mai gee. 
The leuedi fwithe wroth with alle, 
Wente hire forth in to the halle. 
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And tolde hire lord anon fore, 
How a man hadde i-fwore 
That he nolde fro the yete, 
£r he hadde tber the mete. 
The geaunt was wonder llrong, 

1660 Rome thretti fote long. 
He tok a leuour in is bond. 
And forth to the gate he wood. 
Of Beues he nam gode hede* 
Ful wel a-knewe Beues is llede. 
Thow ert nome thef, Y wis, 
Whar ilele thow ilede Trenchefis 
That thow rideft vpon here ? 
Hit was me brotheres Grandere. 
Grander, queth Beues, Y gaf hod, 

1870 And made him a kroune brod, 
Tho he was next vnder me feft 
Wel Y wot Ich made him prell. 
And high dekne I wile make the 
Er Ich euer fro the te. 
Thanne feide the geaunt, meiff fire, 
Slough thow me brother Grandere, 
For al this callel ful of golde 
A-Uue lete the Ich nolde. 
Ne Ich the, queth Beues, I trowe ; 

1880 Thus beg^nneth giim to growe. 
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The geauDt that Ich fpak of er« 
The ftaf that he to Sghte ber 
Was twenti fote in lengthe be tal^ 
Thar to gret aod nothiog fmale. 
To fire Beues a-fmot therwith 
A Heme ilrok witbouteD gritb» 
Ac afailede of his diuis. 
And iQ the heued fmot Trenchefis, 
That dede to grouode fel the ilede. 

1890 01 queth Beues, fo God me fpede, 
Thow hauefl doD gret vileinie, 
Whan thow fparde me bodi. 
And for me gilt min hors a-queld, 
Thow witeil him that mat nought weld. 
Be God ! I fwere the an otb, 
Thow fchelt nought whan we te goth 
Langande me wende ftsan. 
Now thow hauefl mad me gram. 
Beues is fwerde anon vp fwapte, 

1900 He sad the geaunt togedre rapte, 
And delde flrokes mani and fale, 
The nomhre can nought telle in tale. 
The geaunt vp is clobbe haf 
And fittot fo Beues with is ftaf, 
That bis fcbeld flegfa fram him thore, 
Thre akres brede and fumdel more. 
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Tho was Beues in ftrong erur. 
And karf ato the grete ieuour, 
And on the geauntes breft a-wonde 

1910 That negh a-fdde him to the grounde. 
The geaunt thoughte this bataile hard, 
Anon he drough to him a dart, 
Thourgh Beues fcholder he bit fchet, 
The blold ran doun to Beues fet. 
The Beues fegh is owene blod 
Out of is wit he wex negh wod, 
Vnto the geauut ful fwithe he ran. 
And kedde that he was doughti man* 
And fmot ato his nekke bon ; 

1920 The geaunt fel to grounde anon. 

Beues wente in at caftel gate. 
The leuedi a-mette ther ate. 
Dame, a-feide, go geue me mete 
That euer haue tbow Griftes bete. 
The leuedi fore a-drad witballe 
Ladde Beues in to the halle. 
And of eueriche fonde 
That him com to bonde» 
A-dede hire ete al ther ferft, 
1930 That flie ne dede him no berft ; 
And drinke ferll of the win 
That no poifoun was ther m. 
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Whan Beues hadde ete inough. 
A keuerchef to him a-drough, 
In that ilche llounde 
To Hope mide is woode. 
Dame, dame, Beues fede, 
Let fadele me a gode ilede, 
For hennes Ich wile ride, 

1940 I nel no lenger her abide. 

The leuedi feide flie woJde fawe, 
A gode ftede fhe let forth drawe, 
And fadeled hit and wel anjight. 
And Beues that hendi knight 
Into the fade! a-lippte. 
That no fiirop he ne drippte. 
Forth him irente, fire Beuoun, 
Til he com with oute the toun 
Into a grene tnede. 

1950 Now, louerd Crifl I a-fede, 
Yeue it Brademond the king. 
He, and al is offpring, 
Wer right her vpon this grene, 
Now Ich wolde of me tene 
Swithe wel ben awreke, 
Scholde he neuer go ne fpeke ; 
Now min honger is me a-fet, 
Ne liile me neuer fighten bet. 
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Forth a-wente be the ftrem, 

I960 Til a-com to Jurifalem, 

To the patriark a-wente cof. 
And al his lif he him fchrof. 
And tolde him how hit was bego, 
Of is wele and of is wo. 
The patriark hadde reuthe 
Of him and ek of is truethe, 
And forbed him vpon his lif 
That he neuer toke wif, 
Boute ihe were clene maide. 

1970 Nai for fothe, fire Beues faide. 
On a dai agenes the eue 
Of the patriarke he tok is leue ; 
Eriiche amorwe whan it was dai 
Forth a-wente in is wai. 
And al fo a-rod him felf alone, 
Lord 1 a-thoughte wbar mai I gone ? 
Whar Ich into Ingelonde fare ? 
Nai, a-thoughte, what fi^olde I thare, 
Boute yif Ichadde oft to gader 

1980 For to fle me ftifader ? 

He thougbte that be wolde an hie 
In to the londe of Ermonie, 
To Ermonie that was is bane, 
To his lemman Jofiane ; 
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And al fo a-wente theder right 
A-mette mih a gentil knight. 
That in the londe of Ermonie 
Hadde bore him gode compaoie ; 
Thai kilte hem anon with that, 

1990 And ather alkede of otheres ftat. 
Thanne feide Beues and lough, 
Ichaue fare hard inough, 
Sofred bothe honger and cbele. 
And other peines mani and fele, 
Tbourgh king Ermines gile ; 
Yet Ich thenke to yelde is while. 
For he me fente to Brademond 
To baue flawe me that donde ; 
God be thankede a>dede nought fo t 

2000 Ac in is prifoun with meche wo 
Idiaue leie this feuen yare, 
Ac now Icham from him i-fare 
Tbourgh Godes grace and min eogyn, 
Ac al Ich wite it king ErmyD* 
And ne wer ia doughter Jo£aae 
Sertes Ich wolde ben is bane. 

Jo0ane, quetb the knigbt, is a wi^ 
Agen hire wiUe with mecbe ftrif . 
Seue yer hit is gone and more. 
2010 That the ricbe king Ynore 
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To Mombraunt hath hire wedde, 

Bothe to bord and to bedde, 

And bath the fwerd Morgelai, 

And Arondel the gode palfrai : 

Ac fithe the time that I was bore, 

Swiche game hadde Idi neuer before, 

Afe Ich hadde that ilche tide 

Whan I fegh king Ynor ride 

Toward Mombraunt on Arondd ; 
2020 The hors was nou^t i-paied wel. 

He amede awai with the king 

Thourgh felde and wode withouten lefing. 

And in a mure don bun caft, 

Almeft he hadde deied in haft. 

Ac er bii wonne the ftede 

Ropes in the contre thai leide, 

Ac neuer ilthe withoute fable 

Ne com the ftede out of the ftable. 

So fore he was ameied that tide 
3030 Siththe dorfte no man on him ride. 

For this tiding Beues was blithe. 

His ioie kouthe he noman kithe. 

Wer Jofiaue a-thoughte afe lele 

Alfe is me ftede Arondel, 

Yet fcholde Ich come out of wo. 

And at the knight he alkede tho 

Whiderwardes is Mombraunt ? 

Sere, a-fede, be Teruagaunt I 
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Thow might nought thus wende forth, 
2040 Thow moil teroe al agen north. 

Beues ternede his ftede, 

And rod north godefpede; - 

Euer a-was pafaunt 

Til a-coffl to Mombraunt. 

MombrauDt is a riche cite 

In al the londe of Sarfine ; 

Nis ther non ther to i-Hche, 

Ne be fele parte fo riche. 

And wban that hende knight Beuoun 
2060 Come withouten the toun^ 

Thar with a palmer be mette 

And fwithe f^e he him grette : 

Palmer, a-fede, whar the king? 

Sire, a-feide, an honting 

With kinges fiftene. 

And whar, a-feide, is the quene? 

Sire, a-feide, in hire hour. 

Palmer, &>feide, paramour, 

Yem me thine wede 
2060 For min and for me ftede. 

God yeue it, queth the palmare, 

We badde driue that chefare. 

Beues of is palfrei alighte. 
And fcbrede the palmer as a knigbte. 
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And gaf him is hors that he rod in 

For is bordon and is Iklauin. 

The palmer rod forth afe a king, 

And Beues wente alfe a bretheling. 

Whan he com to the caftel gate, 
2070 Anon he fond ftonde thar ate 

Mani palmer thar llonde 

Of fele kene londe, 

And he aflcede hem in that ilede 

■What hii alle thar dede. 

Thanne feide on that tliar ftod> 

We beth i-come to haue gode 

And fo thow ert alfo. 

Who, queth Beues, fchel it vs do ? 

The quene, God hire fchilde fro care ! 
2080 Meche Ihe leueth palmare ; 

Al that fhe mai finden here, 

Eueriche dai in the yere, 

Faine (he wile hem fede 

And yene hem riche wede, 

For a knightes loue, Beuoun, 

That was i-boren at South Hamtoun ; 

To a riche man fhe wolde him bringe 

That kouthe telle of him tiding. 

Whanne, queth Beues, fchel this be don ? 
2090 A-feide, betwene middai and noun. 

Beues hit ful wel he fai 

Hit nas boute yong dai. 
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A-thoughte that he wolde er than 
WeDde aboute the barbican, 
For to loke and for to fe 
How it mighte heft be 
Yif he the caftel wolde breke, 
Whar a-mighte bed in reke; 
And al (o a-com be a touret 

2100 That was in the caftel i-fet, 
A-herde wepe and crie, 
Thederward he gao him hie. 
O alias I fhe feide, Beuoun, 
Hende knight of South Hamtoun, 
Now Ichaue bide that day 
That to the trefte I ne may, 
That ilche Grod that thow of fpeke, 
He is fals and thow ert eke. 
In al the feuene yer eche dai, 

2U0 Jofiane, that faire mai, 

Was woned fwich del to make, 
Al for fire Beues fake. 

The leuedi gan to the gate te 
The palmeres thar to fe; 
And Beues after anon 
To the gate he gan gon. 
The palmers gonne al in threfte, 
Beues abod and was the laAe, 
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And whan the maide fegh him that 
2120 Of Beues fhe nas Dothiog war ; 

The femeft, queth (he, man of anour, 
Thow fchelt this dai be priour. 
And begione oure dels ; 
The femeft hende and corteis. 
Mete and drinke thai hadde afyn, 
Bothe piment and plente a wyn. 
Swithe wel thai hadde i-fare, 
Thanne feide the quene to palmare, 
Herde euer eni of yow telle 
2130 In eni lede or eni fpelle, 
Or in feld, other in touQi 
Of a knight Beues of Hamtoun? 
Nai, queth al that thar ware. 
What thow, flie feide, niwe palmare? 
Thanne feide Beues and lough, 
That knight Ich knowe wel inough. 
Atour, a-feide, in is centre 
Icham an erl and alfo is he : 
At Rome he made me a fpel 
2140 Of an hors men clepede Arondel; 
Wide whar Ichaue i-went. 
And me warfoun i-fpent, 
I fought hit bothe fer and ner, 
• Men telleth me that it is her; 

Yif euer louedeflow wel that knight, 
Let me of that hors haue a fight. 
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What helpeth it to make fable? 
She ladde Beues to the ftable. 
Jofian beheld him before, 

2160 She fegh his browe to tore ; 
After Bonefas Ihe gan grede, 
At liable dore to him fhe fede, 
Be the moder that me hath bore, 
Ner this mannes browe to tore, 
Me wolde thenke be his fafoun 
That hit were Beues of Hamtoun. 
Whan that hors herde oeuene 
His kende lordes lleuene, 
His rakenteis he al te rof, 

2160 And wente into th[e] kourt wel kof. 
And neide and made miche pride 
With gret ioie be ech afide. 
Alias ! tho queth Jofiane, 
Wel mani a man is bane, 
To dai he worth i-laught 
Er than this ftede ben i-caught. 
Thanne feide Beues and lough, 
Ich can take hit wel inough, 
Wolde ye, a-fede, yeue me leue 

2170 Hit me fcholde no man greue. 
Take hit thanne, flie fede, 
And into liable thow it lede, 
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And teie it tliar it flod, 
And thow fchelt haue mede gode. 
Beues to the hors tegh, 
Tho the hors him knew and fegh, 
Hit ne wawede no fot 
Til Beues hadde the lUrop; 
- Beues into the fadel him threw, 

2180 Tharbi that maide him wel knew. 
Anon feide Jofian with than, 
O ! Beues gode lemman, 
' Let me with the reke 
In that maner we han i-fpeke, 
And thank thow me to wiue tok 
Whan Ich me falfe godes forfok : 
Now thow haft thin hors Arondel, 
The fwerd Ich the fette fchel. 
And let me wende with the fiththe 

2190 Horn to thin owene kiththe. 

Queth Beues, be Godes name 1 
Ichaue for the fofred meche fchame, 
Lain in prifoun fwithe ftrong, 
Yif Ich the louede hit were wrong. 
The patriark me het vpon me lif, 
That I ne tok neuer wif 
Boute fhe wer maide dene, 
And thow haueft feue yer ben a quene> 
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And eueri night a king be the, 
2200 How mightow thanne maide be? 
Merci, (he feide, lemman fre. 
Led me bom to the centre* 
And boute the finde me maidewimman 
Be that eni man faie can, 
Send me agen to me fon 
Al naked in me fmok alon. 
Beues feide, fo I fcbel. 
Id that forward I grauDte wel. 

Bonefas to fire Beues fede, 
2210 Sire, the is beter do be rede. 

The king cometb fone fro bonting. 

And with him mani a riche king, 

Fiftene told al in tale, 

Dukes and erles mani and fale. 

Wban hii fond vs alle agon, 

Thai wolde after vs euericbon 

With wonder gret cheualrie. 

And do vs fchame and vileinie; 

Ac formefte, fire, withouten fable 
2220 Led Arondel into the fiabte, 

And ate the gate thow him abide 

Til the king cometh bi tbe ride ; 

A-wile the afken at the frome 

Whider thow fchelt and whannes thow come, 
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Sai that tbow haueft wide i-went. 
And thow come be Dabilent, 
That is hennes four iunie, 
Sai men wile ther the king ile, 
Boute him come help of fome other, 

2230 And king Ynor is brother; 

And whan he heretb that tiding, 
Theder a-wile an highing, 
With al is power and is oft ; 
Thanne mai we with lite boft 
Forth in oure wei go. 
Beues feide, it fchel be fo, 
And Arondel to ftable lad. 
As Bonefas him bad, 
And to the gate Beues yode 

2240 With other beggers that ther ftode, 
And pyk and Ikrippe be is fide, 
In a iklauin row and wide. 
His herd was yelw to is breft wax. 
And to is gerdel heng is fax ; 
Al thai feide that hii ne fighe 
So faire palmer neuer with eighe, 
Ne com ther non in that centre. 
Thus wondred on him that him gan fe; 
And fo ftode Beues in that thring 

2250 Til noun belle began to ring. 

Fram hontlog com the king Ynore, 
And Gftene kinges him before, 
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Dukes, and erles, barouns, bow fale, 
I can nought telle the righte tale. 
Mervaile thai hadde of Beues alle. 
Ynor gan Beues to him calle, 
And feide, palmer, thow conifl fro ferre, 
Whar is pes and whar is werre ? 
Trewe tales thow canft me fain. 

2260 Thanne anfwerde Beues again, 
Sire, Icb come fro Jurifalem, 
Fro Nazareth and fro Bedlem, 
Emavns caftel and Synaie, 
Ynde, Erop, and Afie, 
Egippte, Grefe, and Babiloine, 
Tars, Sefile, and Sefaoine, 
In Fris, in Sodeine, and in Tire, 
In Aufrik and in mani empire, 
Ac al is pes thar Icbaue went 

2270 Saue in the lond of Dabilent ; 
In pes mai no man come thare, 
Thar is werre forwe and care. 
Thre kinges and dukes fine 
His cheualrie adoun ginneth driue, 
And meche other peple i-fchent, 
Cites i-take and tounes i-brent ; 
Him to a callel thai ban i-driue 
That llant be the fe vpon a cliue, 
And al the oft lith him aboute 

2280 Be this to dale a-is in doute. 



d by Google 



SIR BEUES OF HAMTOUN. 89 



King Ynor feide, alias I alias! 
Lordinges this is a fori cas; 
That is me brother ye witeo wel. 
That lith befeged in that caftel : 
To hors and annes, lafl*e and morel 
la hafte fwithe that wer thore. 
Thai armede hem anon be dene, 
Ynor and his kingea fiftene. 

Stoutliche the liounefl*e than 
3290 Afailede Beues that doughti man, 

And with hire is fcheld tok 

So Itemeliche, faith the bok. 

That doim it fel of is left hond. 

Tho Jofian gan Tnderftonde 

That hire lord fcholde ben flawe, 

Heipe him flie wolde fawe; 

Anon ihe hente that lioun. 
. Beues bad hire go fitte adoun, 

And fwor, be God in trinite, 
3300 Bout Ihe lete that liouo be, 

A-wolde hire fie in that deftrefle 

Afe fmn afe the liouneiTe. 

Tho file ne mode htm nought helpe fighte. 
His fcheld fhe brought him anon right, 
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And yede hire fitte adouD faunfaile, 
And let him worth in that bataile. 
The lioune0*e was flout and iterne, 
Agen to Beues flie gan erne, 
And be the right leg he him grep, 

2310 Afe the wolf doth the fchep. 

That negh Ihe braide out is fparlire. 
The was Beues in gret yre, 
And in that ilche felue veneu, 
Thourgh Godes grace and is vertu, 
The liounefle fo hard he fmot 
With Morgelai that biter hot 
. Euene vpon the regge an high, 
That Morgelai in therthe fligh. 
The was Jofian ful fain 

2320 To that hii were bothe flain, 
And Beues was glad and blithe. 
His ioie ne koutbe he no man kithe, 
And ofte he thankede the king in glori 
Of is grace and is viktori. 
Ac wo him was for Bonefas, 
And tho he fegb non other it nas, 
A-fette Jofian vpon a mule. 
And ride furth a lite while. 
And metten with a geaunt 

2330 With a lotheliche femlaunt. 
He was wonderliche ftrong, 
Rome thrette fete long ; 
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His herd was bothe gret and rowe ; 

A fpace of a fot betwene is browe ; 

His clob was to yeue a llrok 

A lite bodi of an ok. 

Beues badde of him wonder gret, 

And afkede bim what a-het, 

And yef meo of his contre 
2340 Were afe meche afe was be ? 

Me name, a-fede, is Afcopard ; 

Garci me fente hiderward 

For to brioge tbis quene agen, 

And the Beues her of ilen ; 

Icham Garci is champiouti, 

And was i-driue out of me toun, 

Al for that Ich was fo lite 

Eueri man me wolde fmite ; 

Ich was fo lite and fo merugh 
2350 Kueri man me clepede dwerugb, 

And DOW Icbam in this londe 

I woxe mor, Icb voderftonde, 

And llrengere than other tene, 

And that fchel on vs be fene ; 

I fcbel the fle bir yif I mai. 

Thourgh Godes help, queth Beues, nai. 

Beues prikede Arondel afide, 
Agen Afcopard he gan ride, 
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And fmot him on the fcholder an high, 

2360 That his fpere al to High ; 
And Afcopard with a retret 
Smot after Beues a dent gret, 
And with is ofot aflintte. 
And fel with is owene dentte. 
Beues of is palfrai alighte, 
And drough his fwerd anon righte, 
And wolde haue fmiten of is heued; 
Jofian befoughte him it were beleued. 
Sire, ihe feide, fo God the faue! 

2370 Let him liuen and ben our knaue. 
Dame, a-wite rs betrai. 
Sire, file Ich ben is bourgh, nai. 
Thar a-dede Beues omage, 
And becom is owene page. 
Forth thai wenten alle thre, 
Til that hii come to the fe; 
A dromond hii fonde ther ftonde, 
That wolde into hethene londe, 
With farafines ftout and fer, 

2380 fioute thai nadde no maroner. 
The hii fighe Afcopard come, 
Hii thoughten wel, alle and fom, 
He wolde hem furliche hem lede, 
For be was maroner god at nede. 
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Whan he into the fchippe cam, 

His gode bat an honde he nam, 

A-drof hem out and dede hem hann, 

Arondel a-bar to the fchip in is arm. 

And after in a lite while, 
2390 JoOan and hire mule, 

And drowen vp faile a[l]fo fnel. 

And failede forth faire and wel. 

That hii com withouten enfoin 

To the hauen of Coloine. 

Whan he to lend kem, 

Men tolde the bifchop was is em, 

A noble maD wis aBn, 

And highte Saber Florentin. 

Beues grete him at that cas, 
2400 And tolde him what he was. 

The befchop was glad afin, 

And feide, wolkome, leue cofm ! 

Gladder I nas fethe Ich was bore, 

Ich wende thow haddell be forlore. 

Who is this leuedi fchene? 

Sire, of hetbenefle a quene; 

And fhe wile, for me fake, 

CriHendorae at the take. 

Who is this with the gret vifage? 
2410 Sire, a-fede, hit is me page; 

And wile ben i>crillnede alfo, 

And Ich bidde that ye hit do. 
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The nexfte dai after than, 
The befchop criftnede Jofian. 
For Afcopard was mad a koue, 
Whan the befchop him fcholde in fchoue, 
A-lep anon vpon the benche, 
And feide, preft, willow me drenche ? 
The deuel geue the helle pine ! 
2420 Icham to meche to be CriftiDe. 

After Jofian is crilting, 
Beues dede a gret fighting ; 
Swich bataile dede neuer non 
Grillene man of fiefch ne bon, 
Of a dragoun ther befide 
That Beues flough ther in that tide, 
Saue fire Launcelet De Lake, 
He fought with a fur drake; 
And Wade dede alfo; 
2430 And neuer knightes boute thai to. 
And Gii a Warwik, Ich vnderftonde, 
Slough a dragoun in North Homberlonde. 
How that ilche dragoun com ther, 
Ich wille yow telle in what maner. 
Thar was a king in Poyle londe, 
And another in Calabre, Ich vnderAonde : 
This twe kinge foughte i-fere 
More than foure and twenti yere, 
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That hji neuer pes nolde 
2440 Naither for feluer ne for golde, 
And al the contre, faundoute, 
Thai diftreude hit al aboute : 
Thai hadde maai mannes kours, 
Whar thourgh hii ferden wel the wors ; 
Tharfore he deide in dedli finne, 
And helle pine thai gao hem winne. 
After in a Ute while 
Thai be come dragouns vile. 
And fo thai foughte dragouns i-fere, 
2450 Mor than foure and thretti yere. 
An ennite was in that londe, 
That was feld of Godes fonde ; 
To Jhefu Crift a-bed abone 
That he deliure the dragouns fone 
Out of that ilche ftede, 
That hii na more harm ne dede. 
And Jhefu Crill, that fit in heuene, 
Wel herde that ermites fteuene. 
And grauntede him is praiere. 
2460 Anon the dragouns bothe i-fere 
To here flight and flowe awai, 
Thar neuer eft man hem ne fai. 
That on flegh anon with than 
Til a-com to Tofcan, 
That other dragoun is flight nome 
To feinte Peter is brige of Rome ; 
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Thar he fchel leggen ay. 

Til hit come domes dai. 

And eueri feue yer ones, 
2470 Whan the dragouo moweth is bones, 

Thanke cometh a roke and a ftink 

Out of the water vnder the brink. 

That men ther of taketh the feuere 

That neuer after mai he keuere ; 

And who that nel nought leue me, 

Wite at pilgrimes that ther hath be. 

For thai can telle yow, I wis, 

Of that dragoun how it is. 

That other thaone flegh and highe 
2480 Thourgh Toikan and Lombardie, 

Thourgh Prouince, withouten enfoine, 

Into the londe of Colayne ; 

Thar the dragoon gan ariue, 

At Colayne vnder a cliue. 

His eren were rowe, and ek long; 

His frount be fore hard and ilrong ; 

Eighte toikes at is mouth ftod out, 

The lefte was feuentene ench about ; 

The her the cbolle vnder the cbing ; 
2490 He was bothe leith and grim ; 

A-was i-maned afe a llede ; 

The heued a-bar with meche pride ; 

Betwene the fcholder and the taile 

Fours and twenti fot faunfaile ; 
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His taile was of gret flringethe, 
Sextene fot a-was a lingthe ; 
His Ixxli afe a win tonne; 
Whan hit fchon the brighte fonne, 
His wingges fchon fo the glas ; 
2500 His fides wer hard afe eni bras ; 
His brefl was hard afe eni fton ; 
A foulere thing nas neuer non. 
Ye that wile a llounde dwelle, 
Of his llringethe I mai yow telle. 

Beues jede to bedde anight 

With torges and with candel light 

Whan be was in bedde i-brought, 

On Ihefu Crifl was al is thought. 

Him thoughte a king that was wod 
2610 Hadde wonded him ther a-llod; 

He badde wonded him biter and fore, 

A-wende a-iuighte leue na more, 

And yet him thoughte a Tirgine 

Him broughte out of al is pine. 

Whan he of is flepe abraid. 

Of is fweuene he was afraid. 

Thanne a-berde a reuli cri. 

And befoughte Ihefu merci. 

For the venim is on me throwoi 
2620 Her I legge al to blowe. 
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And roteth me flefch fro the bon, 

Bote ne tit me aeaer mo. 

And ID is cri a-feide alias ! 

That euer yet I maked 'vas 1 

Adod whan fait was dai light 

Beues avakede, and aikede xi^t. 

What al that cri migbte ben ? 

His men iiim aufwerde agcm. 

And feide that he iras a km^rt^ 
2530 In bataile he was holden wi^^ 

Alfe a-wente him to plaie 

Aboute her in this oonttai. 

In this-oontre avtroun* 

A-mette with a vile dragoun, 

And venim he hath on him throwe 4 

Thar a-litbe al to blowe. 

Lord Crift I ^ueth Beues tho, 

Mai eni man the dragoun flo ? 

His men anfnerde witfioulen le&ig, 
2&40 Thar nis neither emiperur ne king 

That come thar the dragoun were, 

An hondred thofend .men -and more. 

That he nolde Hen hem eueridKm, 

No fcholde hii neuer thannes gtm. 

Afcopard a-feide. whar «rtow ? 

Icham hei; 'what wilte -nowf 

Wile we to the deagmio gon ? 

Thoui^h Codes help we fcholle bim flo[n]. 
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Ya, fire, fo mot I the, 
2560 Bletheliche wile I weiide with the. 

Beues annede him ful wel, 

Bothe in jnrene and ia ftel, 

And gate him with a gode bronde. 

And tok a Tpere in is honde ; 

Out ate gate be gan ride, 

And Alcopard be his fide ; 

Alfe hii wente in here plegbing 

Hii fpeke of mani felkouth thing. 

That dragoun lai in is den, 
2560 And fegh come the twei men ; 

A-made a cri and a wonder, 

Afe hit were a dent of thonder. 

Afcopard was adrad fo fore, 

Forther dorfte he go na more 

A-feide to Beues that was is fere ; 

A wonder thing ye mai here. 

Beues feide, haue thow no doute, 

The dragoun lith her aboute ; 

Hadde we the dragoun wonne, 
2570 We hadde the feirefte pris Tnder the fenoe. 

Afcopard fwor, be fein Joo ! 

A fot ne dorfte he forther gon. 

Beues anfwe[r]de, and feide tho, 

Afcopard, whi feiflow fo ? 

Whi fcheltow afered be[n] 

Of thing that thow might Bou^t fen ? 
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A-fwor alfe he mofle tbeo 

He noMe biin neither hire ne fea ; 

Icbam weri, I(:h mot haue reftea 
3580 Go now forth and do the belle. 

Thanne feide Beues this wordes fre, 

Schame hit is to terne age. 

A-fmot bis ftede he the Ude, 

Agen the dragoun he gan ride ; 

The dragoun fegb that he cam* 

YeDande ageoes him anan, 

Yenande and gapande on bim fo 

Afe be.wolde bim fwolwetho. 

Whan Beues fegb that ilche fight 
2090 The dragoun of fo meche might, 

Hadde therthe fprede anon 

For drede a-wolde ther in ban gon. 

A fpere he let to him glide, 

And fmot the dragoun on the fide ; 

The fpere fterte agen anon, 

So the hail vpon the Hon, 

And to bard on pices fiue. 

His fwerd he drough alfe bhue ; 

Tho thai fougbte, alfe I jrow fai* 
2600 Til it was high noun dai. 

The dragoun was atened ftronge 

That Oman him fcholde (londe fo longe ; 

The dragoun harde him gan afaile. 

And fmot his hors with the taile, 
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Right amideward the bed. 

That he fel to groiinde ded. 

Now is Beues to grounde brought, 

Helpe him God that alle thing wrought I 

Beues was bardi and of gode hert, 
3610 Agen the dragoun anon a-(tert. 

And harde him a-gan afaile. 

And he agen with flroog bataile ; 

So betwene hem lefle that fight 

Til it was the therke night ; 

Beues badde thanne fwich thrafl* 

Him tfaoughte his herte to barft ; 

Thanne fegh he a water him befide. 

So hit mighte wel betide ; 

Fain a-wolde theder flen, 
2620 He ne dorfle fro the dragoun ten ; 

The dragoun afailede him fot hot. 

With is taile on his fcheld a-fmott 

That hit cleuede heuene ato, 

His left fcholder dede alfo. 

Beues was bardi of gode hert. 

Into the welle anon a-ilert. 

IjOrdinges, herkneth to me now ; 

The welle was of fwich vertu, 

A virgine wonede in that londe 
3630 Hadde bathede ther in, Ich vnderilonde. 

That water was fo holi, 

That the dragoun fikerli. 
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Ne dorfte neghe tha welle aboute 

Be fourti fote. faundoute. 

Whan Beues pacfeuede this, 

Wei ^d a-was in hertte, I wis ; 

A-dede of is helm of ftel, 

And colede him ther in fraiche wel. 

And of is helm a-drank thore 
2640 A large galon other more ; 

A-nemenede lein Gorge our leuedi knight. 

And fete on hishehn that was bright. 

And Beues with eger mode. 

Out of the welle ibne a-yoda ; 

Hie dragoun harde him a{aile gan. 

He him defendeth afe a man, 

So hetwene hem lefte the fight 

Til hit fprong the dai light. 

Whan Beues migbte aboute fen, 
a6«} Blithe he gan tbanne ben, 

Beues on the dragoun hew. 

The dragoun on him venim threw, 

A) ferde Beues bodi there 

A foule mefel aUe yif a^were, 

Thar the venim on him felle 

His flefch gan ranclen and te~ belle; 

Thar the venim was i-caft 

His armes gan al to braft ; 

Al to brolten is ventaile, 
2660 And of bis baubcrk a thofend maile. 
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Thanne Beues fone an highe 

Wei loude he gao to Ifaefa crigbe : 

Lord I that terede the LaEararoun, 

Diliure me iiro this fend dragooD I 

Tho he fegh ius hauberk toran, 

Lord I a*&ide, thai I was boreD t 

That feide, Beues thar a-Aod, 

And leide on afe he wer wod i 

The dragoun barde bim gas afafle, 
2670 And fmot on the helm with is taile, 

That bis bekn cleuede ato, 

And bis bacinet dede aUb. 

Tweies a-ros and tweisfi a-fel. 

The thredde tim ouer threw in the wel, 

Thar inne a-lai vp right, 

A-nefte nbather hit was dai the ni^ : 

Whan ouer gon was his linerte, 

And rekeured was of is faerte, 

Beues fet bim vp anon^ 
2680 The venim was awn i-gon, 

He was afe bol a man 

Afe he was whan iie th^er cam. 

On is knes he gan to falle, 

To Ihefu Crift he gan to calle, 

Heipe I a-feide, Godes fone, 

That this dragoun wer ouer come ! 

Boute Ich mowe the dragoun flon, 

£r than Ich hennes gon, 
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Schel hit neuer a-llawe be 

2690 For noman in Criftente ? 
To God he made his praiere, 
And to Marie his moder dere ; 
That berde the dragoun ther a-flod, 
And flegh awei afe he wer wod. 
Beues ran after withouten faile, 
And the dragoun he gan afaile ; 
With is fwerd that he out braide, 
On the dragoun wel bard a-l^de, 
And fo barde a-bew him than, 

2700'A-karf ato his heued pan, 

And hondred dentes a-fmot that ftonde, 
Er he mighte keuren a wonde ; 
A-bitte him fo on the cholle, 
And karf ato the throte bolle. 
The dragoun lai on is fide, 
On him a-yenede fnithe wide ; 
Beues thamie with ftrokes fmerte 
Smot the dragoun to the herte. 
An hondred denies a-fmot in on, 

2710 Er the heued wolde fro the bodi gon. 
And the gode knight Beuoun, 
The tonge karf of the dragoun; 
Vpon the tronfoun of is fpere 
The tonge aflikede for to here ; 
A'Wente tho withouten enfoine 
Toward the toun of .Coloine. 
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Thanne herde he Beues ringe, 

Preiles, clerkes* loude finge ; 

A man ther he hath i-metj 
2720 And fwitbe faire he hath bim gret. 

And afked at ilche man tbo, 

Wbi thai ronge and fonge fo ? 

Sire, a-feide, withouten faile, 

Beues is ded in bataile : 

Thar fore for fothe I faie the. 

Hit is Beues dirige. 

Ne, queth Beues, be fein Martin I 

And wente to bifcbop Florentin. 

The the bifcbop badde of him a fight, 
2730 A-tbankede Ihefu fu) of might. 

And brougbte Beues into the toun 

With a faire profefioun ; 

Thanne at the folk that tbar was 

Thankede Ihefu of that gras. 

On a dai fire Beues fede. 
Eue em what to rede 
Of me (lifader Deuoun, 
That holdetb me londe at Hamtoun. 
The befchop feide anon right, 
2740 Kofin, Saber thin em is in ^^^^t, 
And eueri yer on a dai certaine, 
Vpon tbemperur of Almaine 
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He g^oneth gret batule take, 
BeueSt al for thine fake. 
He wenetb wel that tbow be ded, 
Thar fore, kofin, be me red. 
Ad hondred men Icb yeue the wighte 
' Agen tbemperur to figbte, 
Stalworde men and fer : 

2750 And thow fchelt wende to Saber, 
Sai, Ich grette him wel i-lome, 
Yif he ban nede fendeth to me, 
Ich wile yow helpe with al me might 
Agen thempenir to fight. 
While thow doft ibis ilche toume 
The leuedi fcbel with me foiume^ 
And the page Afcopard 
Schel hire bothe wite and ward. 
Forth wente Beues with than 

2760 To his lemman Jofian ; 

Lemman, a-feide, Ich wile go 
And avenge me of me fo, 
Yif Ich mighte with eni gimie 
Me kende eritage to wimie. 
Sweie lemman, Jofian fede. 
Who fcbel me thamie wifie and rede? 
Beues fede, lemman min, 
Min em the befchop Florenlin, 
And Afcopard, me gode page, 

2770 Schel the warde fro damage. 
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Ye haue Ich Afcopard, flie fede. 
Of no man ne ftant me drede; 
Ich take the God and feiate Marie, 
Soae fo thow might to me thow higfae. 

Beues veDte forth anon. 

With is men euerichon 

That the hifchop him hadde yene, 

So longe thai badde here wei i-diiue, 

That hii come rpon a done, 
2780 A mile out of Southhamtone. 

Lordbges, to his men a-fede. 

Ye fchoUe do be mine rede. 

Haue Ich eni To hardi on 

That dorre to Hamtoun goo, 

To themperur of Almaine, 

And fai her cometb, avintaine, 

Al prell an hondred knighte. 

That fore his loue wilen fighte 

Bothe with fpere and with launce, 
3790 A I firefch i-come out of Fraunce, 

Ac euer an emefte and arage, 

Euer fpeketh fre[n]fche laiingage. 

And fai, Ich hatte Gerard, 

And fighte Ich wile be forward, 

And of the meiftri Icham fure 

Yif he wile yilde miD faure ? 
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Forthther com on recti reke, 

That renabUche kouthe Frenfch fpeke; 

Sire, a-fede* Ich wile gon 
2800 The mefage for don anon. 

Forth a-wente to the caftel gate, 

The porter a-mette ther ate. 

To themperur he hath him lad* 

Al a-feide afe Beues him bad. 

Themperur and Beues fete i-fere 

That ilcbe night at the fopere, 

Themperur alkede him what a-het ? 

Gerard a-fede alfe fltet. 

Gerard, a-feide, for foth I wis 
2810 This leuedi hadde her er this 

An erl to lord or Ich hire wedde, 

A fone betwene hem to thai hadde, 

A proud wreche and a ying. 

And for fothe a lite gadling ; 

So was is fader of proude mode, 

I-comen of fum lether blode. 

His fone that was a proud garfoun. 

Men hem clepede Beuoun. 

Sone he was of age 
2820 .A-folde me his eritage. 

And fpente his panes in fcham and fchonde. 

And fithe flegh out of Ingelonde. 
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Now hath he her an era in wights 
Sire Saber, a wel flrong knight, 
And Cometh with gret baraage, 
And cleimeth his eritage, 
And ofte me doth her gret gile, 
And ihow might yilden is wliile 
Him to fle with fwerd in felde, 
2630 Wel Ich wolde thin iiere yelde. 

Sirci queth Beues, anon right, 
Ichaue knightes of meche might, 
That betb vnarmed her of wede. 
For we ne mighte non out lede 
Ouer the fe withouten aneighe, 
Tharfore, &re, fwithe an highe 
Let arme me knightes echon. 
And yef hem gode hors forth enon. 
An hondred men fent thow the felf, 
2640 Afe mani Ichaue he min helf, 

Dight me the fchip and thin men bothe. 

And Y fchel fwere the an othe. 

That I fchel yeue fwiche afaut 

On that ilche Sabaaut, 

That withinne a lite while 

Thow fchelt here of a queinte gile. 

Al thus thempemr hath him dight, 
Bothe hors, armes, and knight. 
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Thar to fchipes with gode vitaile 
2850 Forth thai wente and drowe faile. 

In the fcbipe the knightes feteD, Y wis, 

On of here another of his; 

Whan thai come amidde the forde 

Ech threw is felawe ouer the bord ; 

Of themperares knightes euerichon 

Withiune bord ne leuede non. 

Saber hem ful wel y-fay, 

Afe he vpon is toure lay, 

Mani baner be fegb arered. 
2860 Tbo was Saber fumdel a-fered 

That themperur with is oft come, 

Biker be made wel y-lome. 

Beues wide wel and fede 

That Saber him wolde drede ; 

Vpon the highefte maftis top there 

He let fette vp a ftremere 

Of his fader armure, 

Saber the ratber to make fure; 

For mani a time thar beforen 
2S70 He hadde hit in to bataile boreo. 

Tho the fchip to londe drough, 

Saber hit knew wel inough, 

And thoughte and gan to vndfflftrade 

That Beues was come in to Ingelonde. 

Lord I a-fedet, hered thow be. 

That Ich mai me kende lord fe; 
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That he wer ded Ich was of drad, 
Meche forwe Ichaue for him had. 
A-wente with is knightes bliue 
2860 Thar the fchipes fcbolde ariue; 
Gither other gan to kifle. 
And made meche ioie and blifle; 
And Beues tolde him in a while, 
He hadde do themperur a gile. 

Tho feide Beues mth than. 

Haue Ich eni fo hardi maD, 

That dorre to Hamtoun gon 

Ouer the water fone anon, 

And fai themperur anon right, 
2690 That Inam no Frenfche kni^t, 

Ne that Ine hatte nought Gerard, 

That made with him the forward. 

And fai him Ich hatte Beuoun, 

And cleymeth the feniori of Hamtomi, 

And that is wif is me dame, 

That fchel hem bothe teme to grame. 

Now of hem bothe togadre 

I fchet fonde wreke me fadre? 

Vp thar fterte en hardi on ; 
2900 Sire, a-feide, Ich wile gon 

The meflage for doth hem bothe. 

And maken hem fori and wrothe. 
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Forth a-wente afe hot, 
Ouer the water in a hot; 
Forth a-went alfo whate 
In at the caftel gate; 
At the foper alfe a-fet, 
Tbemperur he gan thus gret, 
Sh-e emperur, I the bringe 

2910 A fwitbe fertaine tiding, 

Wei the grete that ilche knight 
That fopede with the yerftene night; 
A-faith a-hatte nought Gerard, 
That made with the the forward, 
A-faith that he hatte Beuoun, 
And cleymeth the feniori of Hamtoun, 
And is i-come with the to fpeke, 
Of his fader deth to ben awreke, 
The to lie with fchame and fchonde, 

3920 And for to winne is owene londe. 

Tbemperur herde of hun that word ; 
His fone (lod before the bord; 
He thoughte with is longe knif 
Bereue that mefageres lif; 
A-threw is knif and kouthe nought redi. 
And fmot his fone thourgh the bodi. 
The mefager fpak a gainli word 
Before tbemperur is bord, 
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Thow gropedeft the wif a-night to lowe, 
2930 Thow might nought fen aright to tbrowe ; 

Thow haueft fo fwooke on hire to-night 

Thow haueft negh for lore the fight; 

Her thow haueft lither haunfel, 

A worfe the betide fchel. 

And finot is hors with the fpore, 

And amde out at halle dore; 

Wei and faire he bath him dight. 

And com agen to Beiies in Wight* 

And tolde a-ilough is fone for grame: 
2940 Beues lough, and hadde gode game. 

Lete we fire Beues thanne. 
And fpeke of Jofiane 
That in Coloine was with Beues em. 
Til that he agen theder kem. 
In that londe that ilche while 
Thar wonede an eri that highte IvTile. 
To Jofian be badde his loue caft, 
And gan hire to woweu faft, 
Faire a-fpak to terae hire thought, 
29M> And flie feide a-was aboute nought. 
That erl was wroth in is maner^ 
For Jofian him nolde here, 
And fpak to hire with loude gret; 
For wham, a-feide, fcholde Icb it lete 
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fioute Ich mai haue of the me wille, 
Ich wile, a-feide, who that nille. 
She feide, while Ichaue Afcopard, 
Of the Dam Ich nothing afard. 
For the wreththe, ne for thin oft, 

2960 Ne for the, ne for thine boil. 
And tho thoughte that erl Mile 
To do Jofian a ^e: 
A leter he let for to write. 
In this manor he dede it a-dite, 
Tliat Afcopard come fcholde 
To Beues, thar the letter him tolde, 
Into a callel in an YIe, 
The brede of the water thre mile; 
To Afcopard thai come fnel, 

3970 Thai feide, Beues him grette wel, 
And befoughte for is loue 
In hafte a-fcholde to him come. 

Forth went Afcopard afe hot, 
Ouer the water in a hot. 
Whan he was ouer the water come, 
Hii vnlek the gate at the firome; 
And whan fae was comen withino^ 
Thai fperede him faft with ^ime. 
Agen to Jofian Miles gan terae; 
S980 For wham, a-feide, fcbel Ich it weme? 



d by Google 



SIR BEUES OF HAMTOUN. 115 

She Uioughte for to kepe hire apli^t. 
She fente a mafager to Wight, 
To fieues be letter, and tolde fore 
Altogedre lafle and more. 
Miles wolde haue is wille, 
And ihe bed him holde ftille ; 
Nought thegb I fcbolde les me lif, 
Boute Ich were the weddede wif ; 
Yif eni man me fcholde wedde 
2990 Thanne mot Ich go with him to bedde, 
I trowe he is nought now here 
That fchel be me wedde fere. 
Y fchel the wedde agenes the wille, 
To morwe Y fchel hit fulBlle, 
And kilte hire anon right, 
And fente after baroun and knight. 
And bed hem come lefte and mefte 
To anoure that men fefle. 

The night is gon, that dai com&a is, 
3000 The fpufaile doa hit is, 
With merthe in that toun. 
And ioie of erl and baroun ; 
And whan hit drough toward the ni^t 
Here foper wer redi digbt, 
And thegh thai richelich weren i-fed 
That erl wolde ben a-bed ; 
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Jofian behet lede to hour. 
To haue hire vnder couertoui; 
Vpon hire hedde thar Ihe fat, 
3010 That ert com to hire with that* 
With knightes gret compainie. 
With p3rment and with fpiforie. 
With al the gamen that hii hedde 
For to make hire dronke a-bedde ; 
Ac al another was hire thought, 
Ne gamoede hire that gle right nought. 

Sire, Ihe ieide, to that erl fone, 
Ich bidde thow graunte me a bone ; 
And boute thow graunte me this one, ' 

3020 I ne fchel the neuer bedde non ; 
Ich bidde the at the ferfle frome 
That man ne wimman her in come, 
Belok hem thar oute for loue o me 
That no man fe our priuite. 
Wimmen beth fchamfaft indede, 
And namtiche maidenes (he fede. 
That erl feide a-wolde faine. 
A-drof out bothe knight and fwatne, 
Leuedies, maidenes and grome, 

3030 That non ne moll ther in come, 
And fchette the dore with the keie ; 
Litel a-wende haue be fo veie. 
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Jofiao he com agen to, 
Lemman, a-feide, Ichaue i-do 
The boue, Ichaue do with lawe, 
Me fchoD I mot me feif of drawe, 
Afe Y beuer yet ne dede ; 
Adoun a-fet bim in that llede : 
Thanne was before his bed i-tight, 
3040 Afe fele ban of this gentil knight, 
A couertine on raile tre. 
For no man fcbolde on bed i-fe. 
Jofian bethoughte on highing, 
On a towaile Ihe made knotte riding, 
Aboute his nekke fhe hit threw. 
And on the raile tre Ihe drew ; 
Be the nekke ihe hath him vp tight, 
And let him fo ride al the night. 

Jofiao lai in hire bed ; 
3050 No wonder though ihe wer adred! 
Dai is come in alle wife, 
Amorwe the barouns gonne arife, 
Sum to bonten, and fum to cherche. 
And workmen gonne for to werche. 
The fonne fchon hit drough to vnder 
The barouns tharof hadde wonder 
That therl lai fo long a bed, 
Oret wonder tharof he bedde. 
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Queth fum. let bim lie fUUe, 
3060 Of JofiaD he hath al is wille. 

Middu com, bit drough to noune. 

The barouDS fp^e ther eft fonne. 

Queth the boldeft, how mai tlus be ? 

Weade Icb wile vp aad i-fe. 

That baroun dorfte wel fpdte. 

To the chaumber be gan reke, 

Aod fmot the dore with is bonde 

That at wide vpon it wonde. 

Awake, a-feide, fire erl Mile, 
3070 Thow haueft flepede fo looge while 

Thin heued oweth to ake wel. 

Dame, let make bim a caudel. 

Nai, queth Jofian at that fake, 

Neuer eft ne fdiel bis heued ake. 

Ichaue fo tyled bim for that fore, 

Schel hit neuer eft ake more. 

Yerileodai he me wedded with wrong. 

And tonight Ichaue him bonge; 

Doth be me al youre wille, 
3080 Schel he neuer eft wimman foiUe. ' 

Al hii made meche forwe ; 

Anon ri^tes in that morwe, 

Sum hire demte thanne 

In a tonne for to braone, 

Without the toun hii pi^te a wake 

Thar the fur was i-make. 



d by Google 



SIE BEUES OF HAMTOUN. 

The tonne thai faadde tfaer i-fet, 
Thai fette irode and elet. 

Afcopard with iime the caftd lay : 
3090 The tonne and al the folk he fay ; 

Ful wel him thoughte that while 

That him trokede a gret gile» 

For he was in the caftel beloke. 

The caftel wal he hath to hroke. 

He was maroner wel gode, 

A'flertte into the falte flode* 

A fifcher he fegh fot hot 

Euer a-fwam toward the hot ; 

The fifcher wende fum fend it were, 
3100 Out of his hot he flegb for fere. 

Afcopard hente the hot an honde 

And him felf to the londe ; 

Toward the fur fafte a-fchok, 

Beues com and him of tok. 

Treitour, a-feide, whar hallow he ? 

This dai thow haueft betraied me. 

NfUt fire* Afcopard feide. 

And tolde Miles him hadde betraide. 

Toward the fiir thai wente hliae ; 
3110 The prell that hire fcholde fcbriue 

Oodes bleffing mote he fonge, 

For that he held Jofiane fo longe 1 

In hire fmok fhe ftod naked, 

Tliar the fur was i-maked ; 
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Afe men fcholde hire for brenne, 
Beues on Arondel com renne . 
With is fwerd Morgelay, 
Afcopard com be another way, 
And ilowen in that ilche flounde 
3120 Al that bii aboute the fur founde. 
And that he hadde for is while. 
That proude erl fire Mile. 
A-fette Jofian on is palfrai. 
And weute forth into here wai ; 
Thai wente to fcbip anon righte. 
And failede forth into Wighte. 
Wei was Saber paid with than 
Of Afcopard and of Jofian. 

fieues and Saber fente here fonde 
3130 Wide into fele londe> 
And faii fente an hie 
After gret cheualrie. 
Of al the londe the (tringefte knight 
That hii owhar finde mighte. 

That emperur negh daide; 
His wif confortede him and faide. 
Sire, flie feide, doute yow nou^t, 
Of gode confaile Ichain bethou^t. 
Te fcholle fende for fertaine 
3140 After your oft into Almain^ 
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And whan yowr oft is com togadre, 

Send to the king of Scotlonde, me fadre; 

He wile come to the an highe 

With wonder gret cheualrie» 

That thow derft haue no fore 

Of that thef Saber the hore, 

Ne of Beues that is me lothe, 

Yit ye fchollen hem hangen bothe. 

Tho the letters were yare 
31IK) The mafegers wer forth i-fare. 

In Mai, whan lef and gras ^nth fpringe. 

And the foules merie to finge. 

The king of Scotlonde com to figbte 

With thretti thofend of hardi knigbte 

Of Almaine, is owene barouny, 

With wonder gret cheuatry. 

Lordinges, a-feide, ye witeth alle, 

Whan hii were before him in the halle, 

That ofte this thef, Saber the bore, 
3160 Me hath aneied fwithe fore. 

Now is bim come help to figbte 

Beues of Hamtoun, and hardi knighte, 

To farafins was folde gone longe } 

Ich wende badde ben an honge ; 

He me threteth.for to flen, 

And for to winne is londe agen. 

With him he batfa a geaunt brought ; 

Ertbliche man femeth he nought, 
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Ne no man of flefch ne felle, 
3170 Boute a fend (lolen out of belle ; 
Afcopart men clepeth him ther oute, 
Of him Ichaue fwHhe gret doute ; 
Ac lordinges, a-feide, anne ye wel, 
We fcholle befege hem in here caftel ; 
The Afcopard be ftrong and Iterk, 
Mani bondes maketh light werk. 
For thai wenten afe fnel 
Til thai come to the cailel 
Thar Saber and Beues weren inne, 
3180 Thai pighte pauilouns and bente ginne. 

Saber ftod on is tour an high, 
Al that ^et oft a-figh. 
Gret wonder therof he hade. 
The holi crois before him he made, 
And fwor, be his berde hore. 
Hit fcholde fome of rewe it fore. 
Saber doun of his tour went. 
After al is knightes a-fent, 
Has armes lordinges I hem gan fegge, 
3190 Themperur theroute ys wile helegge ; 
Make we thre vintaine. 
That be gode and certaine, 
The ferfte Ich wile me felf out lede, 
And thow that other, Beues, a-fede. 
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And Afcopard the thredde fchel haue, 

With is gode grete ftaue. 

Be we thre vpon the greiie, 

Wei Ich wot and nought ne wene* 

Mani man is thar oute gete 

3200 This dai fchet is lif forlete. 
Saber is hont began to blowe, 
That his oft him fcholde knowe. 
Lordinges, a-feide, ne doute yow nought 
Ye fcholle this dai beholde fo dought. 
That hem were beter at Rome 
Thanne hii hadde hider i-come. 
Tho themperur herde in caftel blowe, 
Thar bi he gan to knowe 
That hii armede hem in the caftel, 

3210 His knightes he het afe fnel : 
Has armes, lordinges, to bataile. 
Out hii cometh ts to afaile I 
Twei oft«s thai gonne make, 
He of Scotlonde hath on i-take ; 
Themperur that othe ladde ; 
His deth that dai ther he hadde. 

Out of the caftel cam before 
Saber with is berde bore, 
And in is compainie 
3220 Thre hondred knightes bardie ; 
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Sire Morice of Mounclere 
His ftede Imot agenes Sabere, 
His Ipere was fumdel kene. 
And Saber rod him agene ; 
Though is fpere wer fcharp i-grouDde, 
Saber flouf;h him in that (lounde ; 
Out on AroDdel tho com Beuouo, 
And mette with is flifader Deuoun, 
( And with a dent of gret forsi 

3230 A-bar him doun of bis hors ; 

With Morgetay that wolde wel bite 
He hadde meat is heucd of fmite ; 
His oft cam riding him to 
Wel ten thofend other mo. 
So ftroDge were tho hii come 
Themperur Beues hii benome. 
And broughte him an horfe tho, 
Tharfore was Beues fwithe wo. 

Thar com in the thredde part, 
3240 With is batte Afcopard, 
. Euer atfe he com than 
A-felde bothe hors and man ; 
Thar with was Beues wel a-paide, 
A-clepede Afcopard, and to him faide, 
Afcopard, tak right gode hede, 
Themperur rit on a whit (lede ; . 
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Thin hiire Ifchel the yilde wel 

With that thow bringe him to me caflel. 

Su-e, B-feide> I fchel for .fothe 
33!i0 Into the caftel bringe him to the. 

Afcopard leide on wel inougfa, 

Bothe man and hors he flougb ; 

Thar oas non armur in that londe 

That mighte the geauntes flrok aflonde. 

The king of Scotloode with is bat 

A-gaf him fwiche a fori Bat 

Vpon the hehn, in that ftounde. 

That man and hors fel ded to grounde. 

Thanne anon, with oute foiur, 
3260 A-wente to that emperur. 

And hadeliche with might and main 

A-hente the hors be the rain. 

Wotde he nolde he, faire and wel. 

He bar hors and man to the caftel. 

Of al that other fiker aplighte 

That were enfemled in that fighte, 

Of Scotlonde and of Almaine, 

Beues and Saber with might and maine 

With deth is dentes gonne doun driue, 
3270 That thar ne fcapede non aliue. 

And thus lire Beues wan the pris. 

And vengede him of is enemis, 

And to the caftel thai wente i-fame, 

With gret folas, gle and game. 
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And that bis flifader ver ded, 
Afe tit he let felle a led 
Ful of bich and of bremflon, 
And hot led let falle tberon : 
Whan hit al ther fwither feth, 
3260 Tbempemr thar in a deth, 
Thar a-lay atenende : 
Wende his faulc wbider it wende. 

His moder ouer the caftel lai ; 
Hire lord fethen in the pich ihe fai ; 
So fwi^e wo hire was for fore, 
She fel and brak hire nekke ther fore. 
Alfe glad he was of hire, 
Of his damme afe of is Itipfire, 
And feide, damme, foryeue me this gilt, 

3390 I ne yaf the nother dent ne pilt. 

Thamie al the lordes of Hamtefchire 
Made Beues lord and fire. 
And dede him feute and omage, 
Afe hit was lawe and right vfage. 
Tho was Beues glad and blithe. 
And thankede God ful mani a fithe, 
That he was wreke wel inough 
Of him that his fader flough. 
Wel hafteliche ihe let fende 

3300 To Goloise after the bifchop hende. 
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And fpufede Beues and Jofiane. 

Of no ioie nas ther wane ; 

Though Icb difcriue nought the bredale, 

Ye mai wel wite hit was riale ; 

That ther was in alle wife 

Mete and drinke, and riche feniife. 

Now hath Beues al is ftat ; 

Tweie children on him he beyat 

In the formefte yere, 
3310 Whiles that hii were i-fere. 

And Saber him redde thar* 

Wende to the king Edgar, 

Tho withinne a hte ilounde 

The king a-fond at Lounde. 

Beues aknes doun him fet. 

The king hendeliche a-gret ; 

The king alkede him what he were, 

And what nedes a>wolde there? 

Thanne anfwerde Beuoun, 
3320 Ichatte Beues of Hamtoun ; 

Me fader was ther therl Gii, 

Themperur for is leuedi 

Out of Almaine com and him flougb» 

Ichaue wreke him wel inough; 

Ich bidde before your bamage 

That ye me graunte min eritage. 
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Bletheliche, a-feide, foQe min, 
Ich graunte the be fein Martin ! 
His marchal he gan beholde, 
3330 Fet me, a-feide, me yerde of golde; 
Gii is fader was me marchat, 
Alfo Beues is lone fchal. 
His yerd he gsD him ther take, 
So thai atonede with oute fake. 

Id fomer aboute Whitfontide, 
Whan knightes meft an horfe ride, 
A gret kours thar was do grede, 
For to faien here al ther ftede 
Whiche were fwift and ftrong. 

3340 The kours was feue mile long; 

Who that come ferft theder han fcholde 
A tbofand pound of rede golde. 
Thar with was Beues paied wel* 
Meche a-trelle to Arondel. 
Amorwe whan it was dai cler 
Arifeth bothe knight and fquier, 
And lete fadten here fole. 
Twei knightes hadde the kours i-ftole, 
That hii were to mile before, 

3350 Er eni man hit wifle y-bore. 
Whan Beues wifte this, fot hot 
Arondel with is fpures a-fmot, 
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And is bridel fade a-fchok. 
Amide the kours he hem of tok. 
Arondel, queth Beues, tho. 
For me loue go bet, go, 
And I fchel do faire and wel. 
For the loue reren a caftel. 
Whan Arondel herde what he fpak, 
3360 Before the twei knightes he rak 
That he com rather to the trefore, 
Than hii be half and more. 
Beues of bis palfrai alighte, 
And tok the trefore anon rigbte; 
With that and with mor gatel 
He made the caftel of Arondel. 

Meche men praifede is ftede tho, 
For be hadde fo wel i-go. 
The prince bad a-fcholde it him yeue: 
3370 Nay, queth Beues, fo mot Y leue, 
Though tbow woft me take an hoode 
Al the hors of Ingelonde. 
Siththe that he him yeue nele, 
A-tboughte that he it wolde ftele. 
Hit is lawe of kinges alle 
At mete were croune in haUe^ 
And Uianne eueriche marchal 
His yerde an honde here fchal. 
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Wbile Beues was in that ofice, 
3380 The kiDges Tone that was fo nice, 
What helpeth for to make fable, 
A-yede to Beues i-ftable, 
And yede Aroodel to nighe. 
And alfo a wolde him vntighe ; 
And tho Arondel, fot hot. 
With bis bint fot be him fmot. 
And to dafcbte al is brain. 
Thus was the kinges Tone flain. 

Men made dpi and gret wepiag 
3390 For forwe of that ilcbe thing. 
The king fwor for that wronge 
That Beues fcholde ben an honge, 
And to drawe with wilde fole. 
The baraage it nolde nought thole, 
And feide, hii migbte do him no wors 
Boute lete faongea is bors, 
Hii mighte don bim na more, 
For be feuede tho the king before. 
Nai, quetb Beues, for no catele 
3400 Nel Ich lefe min hers Arondele; 
Ac min bors for to were 
Ingelonde Icb wile fcrfwere ; 
Min eir Ich wile make ber 
This gode knight min em Saber. 
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In that maner hii wer at one, 
And Beues is to HamtouD gone. 
A-tolde Jofian and Afcopard fore 
Altogedre, lalTe and more. 
Beues lep on his rounci, 
3410 And made is (wein Terri, 
That Saber is fone is; 
And whan Afcopard wille this, 
Whiche wei hii holde take, 
Agen to Mombraunt he gao fchake 
To betraie Beues, afe ye mai fe, 
For he was fulle in pouerte ; 
For whan a man is in pouerte falle 
He halh fewe frendes with alle. 

To him feide king Ynore, 
3420 Treitour, whar haftow be thus yore ? 
Sire, a-feide, haue fought the quene. 
And haue hadde for hire meche teiie. 
Sire, a-feide, certeine for fothe 
Yet Ich koutbe bringe hire to the. 
Ich wile the yeue a kingdom right, 
Bring tbow me that leuedi bright. 
Queth Afcopart, therto I graunt. 
Be Mahoun and be Terragaunt! 
So that Ichaue fourti knightes, 
3430 Stout in armes and Urong in fightes. 
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For Beues is ful flerne and Aoute* 
Of him Ichaue fwithe gret doute; 
He ouercom me ones id bataile. 
Me behoueth help him to afaile. 
King Ynor grauntede anon rightes, 
He let him chefe fourti knigbtes, 
And armede hem in yrene wede, 
And with Afcopard thai yede. 

Now lete we be this Afcopard, 
3440 And fpeke of Beues that rit forthward 

In is wei til Ermonie, 

Thourgh Fraunce and thourgh Normondie. 

And Joiiane, Grill here he milde ! 

In a wode was heftonde of childe : 

Beues and Terri doun lighle, 

And with here fwerdes logge pighte; 

Thai broughte Jofiane ther inne. 

For hii ne kouthe no beter ginne. 

Beues is feruife gan hire hede 
3450 To helpe hire at that nede. 

For Codes loue 1 flie feide, nai, 

Leue fire thow go the wai, 

For forbede for is pite 

That no wimmao is priuite 

To 00 man thourgh me be kouthe ; 

Goth and wendeth hennes nouthe 
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Thow and the fwain Terry, 

And let me won the and oure leuedy. 

Forth thai wente bothe i-fere, 

3460 For hii ne might hire paines here. 
Alias ! that ilche cherre, 
Hii weate fro hire alto ferre. 
Alfe hii were out of the weie 
She hadde knaue children tweie. 
Alfo flie diliuered was, 
Thar com Afcopard goande apas, 
And fourti faraOos, the Frenfch fetb, 
Al i-armede to the teth. 
For al hire forwe and h>re wo, 

3470 Thai made hire with bem te go. 

And gret fcorning of hire thai maked, 
And bete hire with fwerdes naked. 
Wo was the leuedi in that (lounde 
That was fo beten and i-bounde, 
And in here wei afe thai gonne wende 
She feide, Afcopard freti frende, 
For bounte Ich dede the white, 
And fauede the fro perile, 
Tbo Beues the wolde ban flawe, 

34B0 And i-brought of the lif dawe, 

Icb was the bourgh the fchoft be trewe, 
Thar fore I praie on me the rewe. 
And geue me fpace a light wight 
For wende out of this folkes fight 
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Te do me nedes in priuite, 
For kende hit is wimmaD to be 
Schamfalle and ful of corteifie, 
And bate dedes of fileinie. 
Afcopard anfwerde here tho, 
3490 Whider tbow wilt, dame, thow fchelt go. 
So Ichaue of the a fight. 
Thanne Jofian anon right, 
Out of the way flie gan terae 
Afe fhe wolde do hire dedes derae. 

While flie was in Ermonie, 
Bothe fy£k and firgirie 
She hadde lerned of meifters grete, 
Of Boloyne the gras and of Tulete, 
That flie knew erbes mani and fale 

3500 To make bothe boute and bale. 
On Ihe tok vp of the grounde, 
. That was ao erbe of meche mounde 
To make a man in femblaunt there 
A foule mefel alfe yif a were ; 
Whan flie hadde ete that erbct auon 
To the farafines flie gan gon, 
And wente hem forth withoute targing 
Toward Ynore the riche king. 
Thai nadde ride in here way 

3510 Boute fif mile of that contray, 
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She wa8 in femblaunt and Id ble 

A foule mefel on to fe. 

Tho flie was brought to king Ynore, 

To Afcopard a-feide thore, 

Who is this wimman thow halt me brought ? 

What I a-feide, knowell hire nought ? 

She is JoGane the quene ; 

Ichaue had for hire meche tene. 

Thanne feide Ynor, I praie Mahoun 
3520 Tharfore yeue the is malifoun I 

Swicbe a leudi me to bringe 

So foule of fight in alle thinge. 

Led hire awai, God yeue yow fchame ! 

The and hire bothe i-fame. 

A caftel hadde king Ynor 

Fro his paleife Bf mile and mor, 

Theder Ynor bad hire lede, 

And finde hire that hire wer nede. 

Tho Afcopard, withouten dwelling, 
35$o In to that callel gan hire bring 

In wildernelTe vpon a plaine, 

And half a yer a-was hire wardaine. 

Now lete we be of this leuedi, 
And fpeke of Beues and of Terri. 
Beues agen is wei benam, 
Into the logge that he becam 
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Fond he ther nother yong ne elder, 
Boute tnei hethene koaue childer ; 
Swithe faire children with alle 

3540 Alfe bii were fro the moder falle;* 
Beues fel thar doun and fwough : 
Teni wep and him vp drough. 
And kourfede biter that while 
Afcopard is trefoun and is gile. 
The kottede here forers of ermin, 
The yoDge children wende ther in ; 
Thar nolde hii no longe abide, 
Thei Ic^e to horfe and gonne ride j 
In the wode a foriler thai mette, 

3550 And fwithe faire thai him grette ; 
God the blefle, fire ! Beues fede, 
Sighe the eni leuedi her forth lede 
Owhar be this ilche way ? 
Sire, for Grode 1 a-feide, nay. 
What dones man, ertow hacheter ? 
Sire, a-feide, a forfter. 
Forfter, fo Cria the be milde ! 
Wiltow lete criften this hethen childe ? 
Right lo now hit was i-bore, 

3560 And yong hit hath is moder forlore ; 
Wilt thow kep it for of min a-fede. 
And Ifchel quite wel the mede ? 
The forfter him grauntede ther, 
To kepe bit al the feuer yer. 
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Sire, what fcbel it hote yet ? 

Gii, a-fede, afe me fader het ; 

Right fone fo he is of elde, 

Tech him here fpere and fchelde. 

That child the forfter he betok, 
3570 And forth in is wei a-fchok. 

Another man a-mette there, 

That feide a-was a fifchere. 

Ten mark Beues him betok, 

And that other child to lok, 

And he him felf at the cherche llile 

He let neuene the child Mile. 

Thar nolden lengere abide, 

Thai lope to hors and gonne ride 

Ouer dale and ouer doun, 
3560 Til thai come to a gret toun. 

And at a faire in thai li^te, 

And riche foper thai gonne hem dighte. 

Beues at a wendowe lokede out, 

And fegh the Arete ful about^ 

Of fledes wrien and armes bright, 

A wonder him thoughte what it be might : 

At here oftefle he afkede there 

What al the iloute ftedes were ? 

Sire, a-feide, veraiment, 
3590 Thai ben come for a tomement, 

That is cride for a maide fure, 

A kingea doubter and is air. 
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Who that thar be befte knight. 
And llireth him ftoutliche in that fight. 
He fchel haue that maide fre. 
And Aumbeforoe the faire centre. 
Thanne feide Beues vnto Terrj, 
Wile we tornaie for that teuedy P 
Ye fire, a-fede, be fein Thomas of Ynde ! 
3600 Whan wer wened he by hinde. 
We fcholle lete for non nede 
That we ne fcholle manliche forth vs bede. 

Amorwe the lauerkes fonge. 
Whan that the light day was fpronge, 
Beues and Terry gonne arife, 
And greithede hem in faire queintife; 
Here armes were Hale of fight, 
With thre eglen of afur bright, 
The chaumpe of gold ful faire tolede, 
3610 Portraid al with rofen rede. 

And Terri, Saberes fone of wight, 
In riche armes alfo was dight, 
Afe thai com ride thourgh the toun, 
Erles, barouQS of reooun, 
Hadde wonder of here armes flie, 
In that londe neuer fwich thai fie. 

The trompes gonne here Beues blowe, 
The knightes riden out in a rowe, 
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And tho the tornemeot began. 
3620 Thar was famned mani a man 

The tornement to bebolde. 

To fe the knightes flout and bolde. 

Thai lede on afe hii were wode, 

With fwerdes and with maces gode ; 

Thar nolde no man other knowe, 

Thar men migbte fe in lite throwe 

Knightes out of fadel i-boren, 

Stedes wonne and ftedes loren. 

The kinges fone of A fie 
3630 Thoughte wenne the meiftrie, 

Out of tlie reuge he com ride, 

And Beues nolde no leng abide, 

He rod to him with gret randoum, 

And with Morgelai is fauchoun 

The prince a-felde in the feld; 

He was boren horn vpon is fcheld. 

And alfo Beues adoua bar 

A noble duk that was thar, 

In Aumbeforce cleped a-wes 
3640 Balam of Nuby, wtthouten les, 

Tfule ouer top he made him floupe, 

And felde him ouer is horfes croiqw. 

And feuen erles he gan doun thrawe, 

Sum i-wonded and fum y-flawe. 

Saber is fone, that highte Terry, 

Kedde that he was knight hardy, 
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He ieide on alfe he wolde awede, 
And nan his lord mani gode (lede. 
AUe tho that hii raigbte hitte, 

36A0 No man mighte here flrokes litte. 
So Beues demetnede him that dau, 
The maide hit in the tour fay, 
Hire hertte gan to bim acorde, 
That (he wolde haue him to lorde. 
Other with loue, other with ftrif. 
And euer, a-feide, tie hath a wif, 
And feide, Qxe was ftolen him fro. 
Thanne faide the maide, now it is fo, 
Thow fchelt al this feuen yere 

3660 Be me lord in clene manere. 

And yif the wif cometh the agen, 
Terry the fwein me lord fchel ben, 
Beues feide, fo Ifchel, 
In that forward I graunte wel. 

Saber at Hamtoun lai in is bed ; 
Him thoughte Beues a wonde hed ; 
Away he was him thoughte that white. 
Toward fein Jemes and fein Gile. 
Whan he awok he was afraid, 
3670 To bis wif is fweuene a-faid. 

Sire, (be feide, thow haueil wrong 
That thow dwellelt her fo long; 
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Alfe Icham wimmaa t-bore, 

Wif or child he hath forlore* 

Thourgh Afcopard he hath that gile. 

Twelf knightee Saber let atile 

In palmer is wedes euerichon, 

And armede hem right wel anon ; 

Here bordones were i-maked wel 
3680 With longe pikes of wel gode ftel, 

And whan thai were fo i-digbt 

To fcbipe thai weote anon right, 

And pafede ouer the Grikifche fe ; 

Gode wiade and weder hadden he. 

Whan thai come to the londe, 

Fade thai gontie fraine and fonde 

In what londe were the quene, 

And men tolde hem albedene 

How the geaunt Afcopard 
3690 In a caftet hire hadde to ward, 

Id wildemefle a] be felue. 

Tho Saber and is feren twelne, 

Thourgh help of God that ilche ilounde, 

Sone thai han the caAel founde. 

The callel afe (he yede aboute 

For to diuife the toures ftoute, 

JoliaQ lay in a tour an high, 

Saber and felawes Ihe flgb. 

And to him (he gan to crie, 
3700 Help, Saber, for loue of Marie ! 
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Tho Afcopard berde that fteueoe 
How Ihe gan Saber to neuene, 
He wente bim out witb bertte wroth. 
And be MabouD a-fwor is otb 
To dethe a-fcholde Saber digfate. 
His fctauin ech palmer of twighte, 
Tho fcbon here armur wel clere; 
Tbo Saber and his felawes i-fere 
Aboute Afcopard thai tbringe* 
3710 And barde on bim thai goone dioge, 
And hew bim alle to pices fmale, 
And broughte Jofian out of bale ; 
And halleliche tho, veraiment, 
Jolian with an oimmeot, 
Hire coulur that was lothli of £ght 
She made bothe der and bright. 

Tbo Saber that was wis of dede, 
Jofian hire dighte in palmers wede. 
And forth thai wente haHeli 
3720 To feche Beues and fire Terri ; 
Seue yer togedres thai him fought, 
£r than hii bim finde noughte. 

In grete Orefe, fo faith the bok, 
Saber gret fikenefl*e tok, 
That other half yer in none wife 
Ne migbte he out of is bed arife, 
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And trefor he nadde na more 

Than half a mark of olde ftore. 

White Jofian was in Ermonie, 
3730 She hadde leraed of mioftralcie 

Vpon a fithele for to play 

Staumpes notes garibles gay; 

Tbo file kouthe no beter red 

Boute in to the bourgh anon ihe yed, 

And boughte a fithele, fo faith the tale, 

For fourti panes of one menftrale ; 

And alle the while that Saber lay, 

Jofian euerich a day 

Yede aboute the cite witbinne, 
3740 Here foftenaunfe for to winne ; 

Thus Jofian was in fwiche deftrefle 

While Saber lai in is fiknefle. 

At that other half yer is ende, 

Swiche grace God him gan fende, 

And heled him of his maladle. 

And forth thai wente haflelie 

Beues and Terry for to feche, 

Wheder that God hem wolde teche. 

So thourgh a toun thai com thringe 
3750 Thar Beues was in alfo a kinge ; 

A-broughte Jofian at here inne, 

And wente te toun here mete to winne. 

Whan he com to the caltel gate, 

Terry is fone a-mette ther ate, 
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That was ftiward of al that londe ; 
And Saber gan to vnderftonde 
That hit was is fone Terry, 
And bad him for loue of our leuedy, 
And for loue of the gode rode, 

3760 Yeue him fum what of hire gode. 
Terry beheld Saberful bliue, 
And feide, palmer, fo mot Y priue, 
Thow fchelt haue mete riche. 
For loue of me fader thert iliche. 
So feide the moder, fone, that i-was : 
And Terry him in is armes las, 
And gonne cleppen and to kifle, 
And made meche ioie and blifle. 
Saber Jofian wel faire gan dighte, 

3770 And hroughte hire to the caftel righler 
And tok hire lire Beues to honde, 
Ne cam him neuer leuer fonde. 
Louerd Criil I queth Jofian tho, 
Swithe wel is me bego 
That Ichaue me lord i-fondc ; 
Hadde Ich me children h(A and fonde I 
That hii were ded wel the wende. 
Beues after hem let fende ; 
Than com the fifcher and the forfter, 

3780 And broughte the children of fair cher ; 
Thanne weddede Terry 
Of that londe the riche leuedy, 
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And afl:eT mete thar it was 
The children pleide at the taluas, 
And to the iuftea thai gonne ride : 
Thar was ioie be eueri fide. 

Thaone iire Beues and fire Terry 

Wente hem in til Ermonie, 

And Jofian and fire Sabere, 
3790 And Miles and Gii bothe ifere. 

With that was come king Ynore 

To yeue bataiie Ermyn the here ; 

I-pight he hadde is pauiloun 

To befege him in that toun ; 

With that com Beues in that tide 

With gret folk be that other fide. 

Tho was Ermyn afered.fore 

For trefouD he hadde don him before ; 

Agen Beues anon a-yede 
3800 And merci cride of his mifrdede. 

And fire Beues tho, veraiment, 

Forgaf him alle is mauntalent, 

And feide a-wolde anon rigbte 

Agen Ynor take the fighte. 

Out of the cite Beues rod, 

And al is oft withouten abod, 

And fiough doun rightes mani and fale, 

Sixti thofand told in tale. 
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And Beues threw Ynor adoun, 
3610 And feute him Ermin to prifoun. 
He gan him take be the honde. 
The king Ermia gan TDderftonde 
That he ne fchel nought fcape awai, 
Withoute gret ranfoun for to pai. 
Tho fwor Ynor to king Ermin, 
Be Mahoun and be Apolyn ! 
That gret rauofoun pale be wolde 
Sixti pcmnd of rede golde, 
Foure hondred beddes of fdke ecbon, 
3820 Quiltes of gold thar vpon, 

Foure hondred copes of gold lyn. 
And afe fele of maflio. 
Ye, feide Beues, a-fend it me, 
And wend hem to the contre. 
A mafager a-fente with main 
To Tabefor his chaumberlain. 
And he him fente that raunfoun ; 
Thus com Ynor out of prifoun. 

Now let we be of king Ynore, 
3830 And fpeke we of Ermin the bore 
That in is bedde fike lay ; 
So bit befel vpon a day, 
Er he out of this world went. 
After Beues children a-fent. 
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He clepede to him fire Gii, 
And with is crouoe gaa him crouny. 
And gaf him alle is kenedom ; 
Sone tbar after hit becom, 
That a-daide at the ende ; 
3840 To heueDO mote his faule wende I 

Thanne Ore Beues and fire Gii, 

Al the londe of Ermony 

Hii made Crift«n with dent of fwerd, 

YoDg and elde, lewed and lered. 

So hit befel vpon an eue 

Saber of Beues tok leue, 

Horn te wende to his contre. 

His wif his children for to fe. 

Ne ftente neuer fire Saber 
3850 Til that he in Ingtelonde were : 

Wei fore aneighed fchel Beues be 

Er than he Beues eft i-fe. 

The king Ynor hadde a thef, 

God him yeue euel pref 

For that he kouthe So wel llele ! 

He ftel Beues Arondele 

With bis charmes that he kouthe, 

And broughte hit Mombrauot be foutbe. 

And prefentede the king Ynore. 
3S60 The king be Mahoun hath fwore 

That Beues fchoWe abegged fore 
The raunfoun that he hadde before. 
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Now fire Beues let we gan, 
Aod to fire Saber wile we tan. 
Saber at Hamtoun in bedde lay, 
Him thoughte that he Beues fay 
In bataile wo begon, 
And al to hewe flefch and bon. 
Tho he abraide out of is fweuene, 

3870 To his wif a-tolde hit ful euene 
Altogedres how him met. 
O fire, flie feide, withouten let, 
Be the fweuene ful wel I wat 
That Beues is in femple Hat ; 
He hath for loren Aroodel, 
And that I wet finliche wel. 
Saber was wo for that fake : 
Eft fcrippe and bordoun he gan take, 
And tok leue of his wif, 

3860 And to Beues a-wente belif. 

Beues was glad that he was come, 
And tolde his hors was him benome, 
A roboiin hit ftal ful yore 
And hath yeue hit to king Ynore. . 
That Saber feide, a-thenketh me 
Boute yif Ich mighte winne it age. 
Agen to Mombraunt wente Saber, 
Thar men watrede the deftrer ; 
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Hit hauetb breftes thikke and proute. 
3890 Which is the kroupe ? teme aboute. 

Aboute he temede the deillrer. 

Vp behinde lep Saber, ' 

And fmot the farafio ded adoun 

With the pik of his bordoun. 

To the kmg Ynor he gan grede, 

Lo ! Arondel Ich awei lede, 

Ye him ftele with envie, 

And Ich him fedie before your eie. 

The king Ynor was fwithe wo, 
3900 And after Saber thai gonne go ; 

Thre thofend hath Saber befet : 

Jofian llond in a toret, 

Al this folk flie fegh hil wel, 

And Saber com ride on Arondel: 

Out of the tour fhe weute adoun, 

And feide, Beues of Hamtoun, 

Her Cometh Saber vpon the flede, 

Ihefu Crill him yade him is mede ! 

Ac he is befet al aboute 
3910 With wonderliche grete route ; 

Almoil be is point to fpille. 

Has armes ! Beues cride fchilie. 

Ferft fmot out the yonge king Gii, 

And Miles with gret cheualry; 

Thai com to Saber at that flour. 

And broughte Saber gode fokour. 
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Aod leide on with alle bere might, 
And ilowe faraliDea adoun right. 
Of al that fewede him fo yeme 
3920 To MombrauDt gonne neuer on teroe ; 
That thai aer ded vpon the grene 
Eueri moder fone I wene : 
And thus Saber in this wifiS 
Wan Arondel with is queiotife. 
Now mowe ye here fortbormore 
Ful ftrong bataile of king Ynore. 
Ac er than we beginne fighte, 
Ful Ts the koipe anon righte I 

The king Ynore him ros amorwe, 
3930 In his bertte was meche forwe. 
He let of fende and higbing 
Thretti amirales and ten king. 
Thai armede hem in yrene wede, 
To Ermonie be gan hem lede ; 
Hii pigbte pauilouns and bente ginne 
For to befege hem ther inne, 
And Ynore clepede at that cas 
Morable and Ore Judas. 
Redetb me, a-feide, aright, 
3940 Yif Icb mai voderftonde this fight 
Agen Beues of Hamtoun, 
That is fo ftout a baroun ; 
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We redeth meintene your parti. 

He lep to hors and gan to crie, 

Sire Beues of Hamtoun, a-fede. 

That hauefl thar inoe gret ferede, 

And Icb her oute mani flout knight 

Icbaue brought with me to fight, 

And yif we bataile fchel abide, 
3960 Gret flaughter worth in either iide. 

Wiltow graunte be then heltie 

That Icb and thow mote figbte of feleue ? 

Yif thow fled me in bataile, 

Al min onour withouten faile 

Ich the graunte thourgb and tbourgh, 

Botbe in cite and in bourgh. 

Here glouen thai gonne vp bolde 

In that forward that Ynor tolde> 

And armede hem in armes brighte, 
3960 And lopen to borfe anon rigbte. 

In an yle vnder that cite, 

Thar that fcholde the batule be. 

Ouer that water thai gonne ride. 

To hire Godes thai bede in either fide. 

Beues bad help to Marie fone, 

And king Ynor to fan Mahoune. 

Afe Beues bad helpe to Marie, 

To Teruagaunt Ynor gan crie. 

That he fcholde help in that fight, 
3970 Alfo he was king of meche might. 
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With that hii ride togedres bothe, 
Afe men that were iii hertte wrothe. 
So hard thai gonne togedres mete, 
And with here launces goone grete, 
That thourgh the fcheldes the fperes yode. 
At the breiDies the dent with (lode. 
So harde thai threfte to gedre thcv 
That here gerthes borfte ato. 
And felle to grounde bothe tho, 

3980 A fote nedes thai moile go. 

Out of here fadles thai gonne fpringe^ 
And with fauehouns togedere flinge ; 
Aither on other ftrokes fet. 
Of hehn and fcheld and bacinet 
The fure braft out fo brond i-brent^ 
So fel and eger was either dent. 
Thus togederes ^ai gonne dinge 
Fram prime to vndeme gan to ringe ; 
Alle that fighen hem with fight, 

3990 Seide neuer in none fight 

So flronge bataile fighe er than^ 
Of farafin ne of CriRene man. 

At high midday the king Inore 
To Beues he fmot a dent ful fore. 
That fercle of gold and is creftel 
Fer into the mede fel ; 
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Doun of the helm the fwerd gan glace, 

And karf right doun before is face, 

Doun right the vifer with is fwerd, 
4000 And half the her vpon is herd ; 

Ac thourgh the help of Godes grace 

His flefch nothing atamed nas. 

Tho cride the farafins al at ones, 

This Beues with his grete bones 

Ful fone worth i-maked tame. 

Tho wex Beues in gret grame. 

And thoughte wel with Morgelay 

Yelden his ftrok yf that he may. 

To king Ynor he gan a-reche, 
4010 Anon withoute more fpeche, 

Vpon the fcholder in that tide ' 

That half a fot hit gan in glide. 

For fmertte Ynor in that ftounde 

Fel aknes vnto the grounde, 

Ac vp he fterte in hafte than, 

And in wraththe to Beues ran. 

And thoughte han Beues aqueld ; 

And Beues keppte him with is fchetd, 

And Ynore with the ftrok of yre 
4020 Made fle into the riuere, 

A large quarter of bis fchetd. 

That neuer nas atamed in feld. 

Or Ynor mighte his bond with drawe, 

Beues the knight of Criftene lawe 
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With Morgelay a-fmot him tho. 
That his fcheld he clef ato, 
And his left hond be the wreil 
Hit flegh awei thourgb help of CrJfl. 
Whan Yoor hadde his hond lore, 
4030 He faught afe he wer wod ther fore, 
And hew to Beues io that tide, 
No ftrok ne moile other abide. 
Tho Beues fegh is ftrokes large. 
He kepte his ftrokes with is targe ; 
Tho Beues to Yoor gan flinge, 
And thourgh the might of heuene king. 
His right arm and is fcholder bon 
He made fle to groode anon. 
With that ftrok Ynor the Mombraunt 

4040 Cride, raerci, Teruagaunt t 
MahouD, Gouin And Gibiter, 
Refcue now me faule her. 
For wel Ich wot Icham dede I 
Tho Beues herde him fo grede. 
He feide, Ynor let be tbat cri, 
And clepe to God and to Mari, 
And let the Crillen er the deie, 
Or thow fchelt go the worfle weie. 
And withouten ende dwelle 

4050 In the ftronge peine of belle. 
Nay, queth Ynor, fo mot Y then, 
Criflene wile Ich neuer ben, 
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For min h wel the beter lawe. 
Tho Beues herde that ilche fawe, 
A-felde him doun witbouteo faile. 
And volacede his veotaile. 
And tok him he the heued anon, 
And ftrok hit fro the fcholder hon ; 
And on his fpere he hit pighte. 

4060 And tho the criften fighe that iighte, 
Thai tbankede God in alle wife 
That Beues hadde wonne the prife. 
llianne al the farafins lafle and more, 
That was y-come with king Ynore, 
Thai fighe her lordes heued arered, 
Sore thai weren alle afered ; 
Toward Momhraunt thei wolde fain, 
Ac Saher made hem terne again, 
And fire Beues and fire Terry, 

4070 And fire Miles and fire Gii, 
Slough hem doun rightes thore, 
That ther ne fcapede lafle ne more. 

Tho crounede thai Beues king in that lond 
That king Ynore held io hond ; 
And Jofiane, hright aad fchene, 
Now is fbe iher twies quene. 
On a dai thai wente ariuere, 
Thar com ride a mafagere, 
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Aod euer he afltede fer and tier 
4080 After the hende knight Saber. 
Anon Saber gan forthe fpringe, 
Mafager, a-fede, what tiding P 
Sire, a-fede, the king Edgare . 
The driueth to m'eche bifmare, 
Defereteth Robaunt thin eyr ; 
For God queth that is nought feir. 
And fire Saber in hafte the 
Tok leue of Beues hom to go ; 
And fire Beues, corteis and hende, 
4090 A-feide a-wolde with him wende. 
And fire Miles and fire Gii, 
And is oweoe fooe Terry. 

Now wendeth Beues in te Ingelonde 
With is knighte fel to fonde ; 
And Terry with is knightes fale, 
Sexty thofend told in tale. 
Thai lende ouer the fe beliue. 
At Southhamtoun thai gonne vp Hue. 
Heriiebourgh Saber is wif, 
4100 And Robaunt anon afe blif, 
Agen Saber come tho. 
Queth Saber, how this is i-go ? 
And thai him tolde at the frome, 
That Edgar badde here londes benome. 
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Thanne feide Beues fo mot Y the, 
Tharof Ich wile awreke be. 

Anon the knight, Gre Beuoun, 

His oft he let at Hamtoun, 

And toward Londen a-wente fwithe ; 
4110 His quene a-let at Potenhithe. 

He tok with him (ex knightes. 

And wente forth anon rightes, 

And in is wei forth a-yode 

And pafede ouer Temfe flode ; 

To Weftmenfter whan he com than 

A-fond the king and mani man, 

And on is knes he him fet, 

The king wel hendelicne a-gret, 

And bad before his barnage 
4120 That be him graunte is eritage. 

Bletheliche, a-feide, fooe min, 

I graunte the be feinte Martin ! 

And alle the barouns that Iher were 

On Beues made glade chere, 

Boute the Itiward of the halle. 

He was the worfte freod of alle. 

The king wolde haue yeue bim grith. 

The ftiward feide, nay ther with. 

And feide, this for banniifte man 
4130 Is come the land agaD» 
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And bath thin owene fone flawe ; 
He hath y-don agenes the lawe, 
And yif a-mot forth er gon, 
A- wile vs lleD euerichoD. 
Beues that herde a-was wroth. 
And lep to hors withouten oth ; 
And rod to Londen that cit6, 
With fex knigbtes in meioe. 
Whan that he to London cam 
4140 In Tour ftrete is in he nam. 
And to the mete he gan gon, 
And is knightes euerichon. 

Let we now Beues be, 
And of the ftiwWd telle we 
That bateth Beues al fo is fo. 
Sexty knightes he tok and mo, 
In to Londene fone he cam, 
And into Ghepe the wei he nam. 
And dede make ther a cri 
4150 Among the pepte hafleli. 

And feide, lordinges, veraiment, 
Hureth the kinges comaundement ; 
Series hit is befalle fo, 
In your cite he hath a fo, 
Beues, that fleugh the kinges fone, 
That trefoun ye ougbte to mone ; 
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I comaunde, for the kinges fake, 
Swithe anon that he be take. 

Whan the peple herde that cri, 
4160 Thai gomie hem arme hafleli. 

And hi) that hadde armur dod 

Thai toke ftaues and gonne gon ; 

Thai fchette anon eueri gate 

With the barres thai founde ther ate ; 

And fum thai wente to the wal 

With bowes and with fpringal ; 

Eueri lane and eueri Itrete 

Was do drawe with chaines grete. 

That yif Beues wolde awei flen 
4170 The chaines fcholde him agen ; 

Boute herof Beues wefte nought, 

Help him God that alle thing wrought ! 

Beues at the mete fat ; 

He beheld and vnder yat 

Al is fon that were ther oute ; 

He was afered of that route. 

He alkede at the tauamere 

That armede folk what it were ? 

And he aufwerde him at that fake, 
4180 Tbai ben y-come the to take. 

Whan Beues herde him fpeke fo, 

To a chaumber he gan go 
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That he hadde feghe arraur inne ; 
Id hade the dore ha gan vp winne. 
And armede ther anoo rightes 
Bothe he and is fex knjghtes. 
And gerte him with a gode brond, 
And toke a fpere in is hoode, 
Aboute bis nekke a doble foheld ; 
4190 He was a knight (tout and belde. 
On Arondel a-tep that tide 
Into the itrete he gt^n ride ; 
Thanne feide the ftiward to Ore Bef, 
A-yilt the treitour thow foule thef I 
Hiow bauefl the kinges fone i-ilawe, 
Thow fcbelt ben bangod and to drawe. 

Beues feide, be fein Jon 1 
Treitour was Y neuer non ; 
That Ifchel ketbe baOely 
4200 Kr than Icb wende fikerly. 

A fpere Beues let to him glide, 
And fmot him voder the right fide ; 
Thourgh is bodi wente the dent, 
Ded a-fel on the pauiment. 
A-fede anon after that dint, 
Treitour I now is the lif i-tint ; 
Thus men fchel teche tile glotouns 
That wile mifaie gode barouns. 
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The folk com with grete route, 
4210 Befette Beues al aboute ; 

Beues and is fex knightes 

Defendede hem with al her mightes ; 

So that in a hte ftounde 

Fiue hondred thai brougbte to gronde. 

Beues prikede forth to Gbepe, 

The folk him folwede al to bepe, 

Tbourgh Godes lane he wolde ban flowe, 

Ac foDe with in a lite Uirowe 

He was befet on bothe fide 
4320 That fle ne might be nought that tide. 

Tho com tber fot men mani and fale. 

With grete clobea and with rmale. 

Ahoute Beues thai gonne tbringe, 

And hard on him thai gonne dinge. 

Al Beues knigbtes in that ftounde 

Thar be were feld to grounde, 

And al te hewe flefcb and bon ; 

Tbo was Beues wo begon, 

For be was on and hii wer ded. 
4230 For forwe kouthe he no red, 

That lane was fo narw y-wrought, 

That he mighte defende him nought ; 

He, ne Arondel is llede, 

Ne mighte bim teroe for non nede. 

To Ihefu be made his praiere. 

And to Marie is moder dere. 
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That he mofte pafe with is lif 
To fen is children and is wif. 
Out of the lane a-wold ten, 

4240 The chynes held him falle agen. 
With is fwerd he fmot the chayne 
That hit fel a paces twaynei 
And forth a-weme Into Chepe ; 
The folk him folwede al to bepe. 
And all thai fatten vp a cry, 
A-yilt the Beues hailely t 
A-yilt the Beues fone anon, 
And elles thow fchelt the lif forgon! 
Beues feide, Ich yelde me 

4250 To God that fit in Trinite, 

To non other man I net me yelde, 
While that Ich mai me wepne welde. 
Now beginnath the grete bataile 
Of fire Beues withouten faik. 
That he dede agenes that cite ; 
Ye that wila here berkneth to me. 

This was aboute the vnder tide ; 
The cri aros be ecb afide, 
Bothe of lane and of ftr^e, 
4260 Aboute him com peple grete, 

Al newe and frefch with him to fight ; 
Ac Beues ftered him aSe gode knight. 
So that in a Hte thmwe 
Fif Uiofend thar was i-ilawe 
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Of the (Irengefte that tber wore 

That him hadde yeue denies fore : 

Ac euer his flede Arondel 

Fafte faught with hertte lei, 

That fourty fete behinde and fora 
4270 The folk he hath to grounde l-bom. 

Thus that fight lefle longe 

Til the time of euefonge ; 

Tidinge to Potenhithe 

To Jofian alfo fwithe, 

That Beues in Londen was i>llawe. 

And i-brought of his lif dawe. 

Jolian thanne fel afwowe, 

Gii and Miles hire vp drowe, 

And confortede that leuedi bright 
4280 Hendeliche with alte her might, 

And afkede hire what hire were ? 

And Ihe tolde hem aoon tfaefe. 

How Beues was in Londen flajn, 

And his knightes with gret pain ; 

Now ketbe ye ben noble knightes, 

And wreketh your fader with your mightes. 

Sire Gii and Miles feide than 

To here moder Jofian, 

Dame, be him that berwede belle I 
4290 We fchoUe bis deth wel dere felle. 

Thanne fire Miles and fire Gii 

Gomie hem arme bafteli, 
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And on here knes fet hem doun, 
And bad her moder beoefoun. 
Sire Gii lep on a rabit 
That was meche and nothing Hte, 
And tok a fpere in is hond, 
Out at the halle dore a-wond. 
Toward the cite of Londen toua; 

4300 And fire Miles with gret randoun 
Lep vpon a dromedary. 
To prike wolde he nought fpary. 
Whan thai come to Loodeo gate 
Mani mn thai fonde ther ate, 
Wei i-armed to the teth, 
So the Freafche bok vs feth ; 
Agen the childrer the yeue bataile. 
And hii agen withouteo faile, 
And made of hem fo clene werk 

4310 That thai neuer fpek with preft ne clerk ; 
And afterward, afe ye may hure, 
Londe gate thai fette a-fure. 
Whan thai come withouten faile, 
Tho began a gret bataile, 
Betwene Bowe and Londen fton, 
That time ftod vs neuer on. ; 

Thar was a Lombard in the toun. 
That was fcherewed and feloun ; 
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He annede him in 3TeDe wede, 
4320 And lep vpon a llerne llede* 

And rod forth with gret randoun. 

And thoughte baue flawe fire Beuouo. 

With an vge mafoel 

Beues a-hite on the helm of ftel, 

That Beues of Hamtoun, veraiment, 

Was aftoned of the dent ; 

What for care and for howe 

He lenede to his fadel bowe. 

Thanne com priken is fone Gii 
4330 To helpe his fader haftely, 

With a fwerd drawe in is hond, 

To that Lombard fone a-wond, 

And fmot him fo vpon the croun 

That man and hors he cleuede doun ; 

The poynt fel on the pauiment, 

The fur fprong out after the dent. 

Thaune com ride is brother Mile, 

Among the peple in that while, 

Al tho that a-mighte reche 
4340 Ne dorfte he neuer aike leche. 

For to hele ther is wonde. 

That he ne lai ded vpon the grounde. 

And whan Beues fegh that fighte, 

In hertte he was glad and lighte. 

And thankede Jhefu our fauiour, 

That hadde fent him fo gode fokour. 
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And egerliche withouten faile 
The grete peple he gan afaile. 
So meche folk was flawe and ded, 
43S0 That at Temfe was blod red ; 
The nombre was veraimeDt 
To and thretii thofent. 
And at fo fone fo hit was night. 
To the Ledene Halle thai wente right ; 
A-fette Jofian with faire metae 
To Londen to that rtcbe cite, 
And helde a fefte fourtene night 
To al that euer come aplight. 

Tiding com to king Edgar 
4360 That Beues hadde his men forfare : 
For is borgeis in is cite 
He made del and gret pite. 
And feide, Ichaue teued me lif 
Longe withouten weire and ftrif, 
And now Icbam fo falle in side 
That I ne may min armes welde ; 
Twei fones Beues hath with him brou^t, 
Tharfore hit is in me thought 
Miles his fone me doughter take, 
4370 In this maner is pes to make. 

Thai grauntede al with gode entoit, 
And king Edgar Beues of fent, 
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And fire Saber and fire Gii, 

And lire Miles and fire Terry, 

And king Edgar Miles gaa calle 

Before his barouns in the halle, 

And gaf him is doughter be the hondei 

And after is day al Ingelonde ; ' 

And pes and loue was maked thare* 
4380 Betwene Beues and king Edgare. 

The maide and Miles wer fpufed fame 

In the toun of Notinghame. 

Ye witeth wel though I ne telle yow 

The fefte was riale inow, 

Afe fcholde be at fwiche a fpufing, 

And at the kinges couroning ; 

The fefte lefle fourtene night 

To al that euer come aplight, 

And at the fourtene night is ende, 
4390 Beues tok leue hom to wende 

At king Edgar and at Sabere ; 

And Miles is Tone a-lefte here, 

And kift« and gaf him is bleffing, 

And wente to Mombraunt ther he was king ; 

And his erldom in Hamtefchire 

A-gaf to his em Sabere ; 

And fchipede at Hamtoun baftely, 

And with him wente his fone Gii, 

And Terry with is bamage. 
4400 The wind blew hardde with gret rage. 
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And drof hem in to Ermonie'; 
Thar be lefte his fone Gii 
With his barouns gode and hende ; 
And Terry to Aumberthe gan wende. 
And Beues wente withoute dwelling 
Into Motnbraunt thar he was king ; 
With him wente Jofian is quene, 
And leuede with oute treie and tene 
Twenti yer, fo faith the bok. 

4410 Thanne fwiche fikneffe the leuedi tok, 
Out of this world Ihe mofte wende ; 
Gii, hire fone, Ihe gan of fende, 
And Terry the riche king, 
For to ben at here parting. 
And whan thai were alle thare, 
To his liable Beues gan fare ; 
Arondel a-fond thar ded. 
That euer hadde be gode at nede, 
Thar fore him was fwithe wo ; 

4420 In to chaumber he gan go, 

And fegh Jofian drawe to dede, 
Him was wo a-mofte nede ; 
And er her body began to colde, 
In is armes he gan hire folde, 
And thar hii deide bothe i-fere. 
Here fone ne wolde in non raanere 
That hii in ertbe heried were. 
Of fein LauarauDS he let arere 
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